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GEORGE y. DE WILDE, ESQ., 
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Is respectfully Dedicated. 
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THE reception of my former Volume of Poems was such 
as to induce me to again appear as an Author; and^ on 
issuing the Prospectus for the present volume^ it was a 
source of no small gratification to me to gain the support 
of nearly the whole of my former patrons; in many cases 
accompanied by a few cheering words of encouragement. 

The circumstances under which my firsts and the 
present volume were written, were widely different; whereas 
the former was written in the seclusion of a sedentary 
occupation, the present one was composed in the ceaseless 
din of a large manufactory, truthfully drawn in the Poem 
of **The Singers," at page 84. 

/ ^ most cordially to thank my subscribers for 
the ready manner in which they have seconded my efforts 
to publish the work. From the nobleman down to my 
fellow-workmen, in nearly all cases, I had but to solicit 
to meet with a prompt acquiescence. 



JOHN ASKHAM, 



Wellingborough, 
j^une, 1866, 



C N T E N TS, 



$mnpti6e ^ittis. 



Thb Fooc-Faih... 

Thb Yn:.i:.i.GB Savotvaby 

Thb Spidbb 

Thb WuroiOLL 

Thb Sbow 

Spbibo- 

Thb Suhkbb Baib 

AlTTTTlCB' 

KiBG Fbosi 

Thb Swbbp Bot ... 

MOBBIBG : A FASTOBAL ... 

Thb Ocbab* Waichmbb 

Thb Biybb's Soira 

Thb Gbass ... 

Thb Watsidb Chaib ... 

Thb Sbowdbop 

Thb Giabt 

Thb Cobcbbt 

IiADT AbBB ... 

Thb Bells ... 
Thb Bbooklbt ... 
Thb SmcMBB Suhshibb 
Thb MBssBBesB 

KlBO ChABLBS' EBTBY XBTO WBLIIKGBOBOUaH, 

AJLJLaA ••• ••• ••• ••■ ••• •< 

Thb Fobgbt-hb-bot 
Thb Old CnxntcH Clock 
Thb Watchmab 
Tub SALr'CiosBD Shfiisbs 



1628 



Pag* 
3 
6 
8 
10 
13 
U 
15 
17 
18 
21 
24 
27 
29 
31 
33 
35 
37 
40 
45 
60 
63 
65 
67 
60 
65 
67 
70 



1^ 



viii. Contents. 



Page 
Mt Horn ... ... ... ... ... ... 76 

Thu Light ik thb Wikbow ... ... ... ... 79 

Thb Lampliohtbb ... ... ... ... ... 80 

Thb Fishbbman's Daughtbb ... ... ... ... 83 

Tbb Sibgbbs ... ... ... ... ... 84 



Piscdlantons ^ieas. 



Thb Ibbbb Lifb 


• • • 




* • • 




• •• 




• ■ • 




• •t 


89 


Thb Lobd ov Malbbb 




• •• 




«•• 




• •• 




• •• 




91 


Thb Daist's Homb 


*• • 




• • • 




• • • 




• •• 




• •• 


92 


Thb Violbt 




• • • 




• •• 




• •• 




• •• 




91 


Among thb Gbaybs 


• •• 




• •• 




• • • 




• • • 




• •• 


96 


Shadows ... 




• •• 




• •• 




• •• 




• •• 




97 


SiCALL Things ... 


#•• 




• •• 




• • • 




• •• 




• • • 


98 


Thb Stobm ... 




• • « 




• •• 




• • « 




■ •• 




100 


Thb Old Man's Loyb 


«•« 




• •• 




• •• 




• •t 




• #• 


103 


To WiNB ... 




• • • 




• t* 




• • • 




• •• 




106 


OUB FlBST-BOBN 


• •• 




• • • 




• •« 




• #• 




• •• 


107 


Thb Laxbvt 




• •■ 




• •• 




• •« 




• • t 




109 


OOjiji ... ... 


• •t 




#•« 




• •• 




• •• 




• •• 


111 


Obwabd ... ... 




• •• 




• •• 




• •• 




• • • 




113 


Thb Hbabt 


• •• 




• t« 




• •• 




tt« 




• •• 


116 


Mbmobt's Bbtibw ... 




• •« 




t*« 




• •• 




■ •« 




116 


Thb Wbddibg ... 


• •• 




• •• 




• t« 




• •• 




• •• 


118 


To MY WiBB 




• •• 




• •• 




• •• 




• •• 




119 


Thb Obphans ... 


• •• 




• •• 




• •• 




• •• 




«•• 


121 


A CnBTflTXAB Cabol 




• •• 




• •• 




• •• 




• •• 




122 


Nblly Lb a 


• •• 




• •• 




• •• 




• •• 




• •« 


124 


Gbvtlb Maidbv ... 




t«* 




• •• 




§•• 




• ti 




126 



iScnjFbttHi ebotccditi* 



Avs ALL xhb watxbs wbbb tubbbd nrro blood ... 129 

And thb vbogs caxb vp ahd cotbbbd thb land ... 130 

All thb dust oi thb lahd bbcakb licb ... ... 131 

Thbbb was a ybbt gbibvovs mubbain ... ... 132 

A boil BBEAKING VOBTH with BLAIBS OB* MAN Airo BBABT 133 

And thb Lobd sbbt thubdbb and hail ... ... 134 

And thb locusts wbbt tp otbb all thb land ... 136 

Thbbb was a thick dabkbtbss nr all thb land ... 136 

Thbbb was a gbbat cby in Egypt ... ... ... 137 

'^■SM OA M kM •«• ««• ••• cat •«• •■• XwO 

Tia anjar or tes lasoubvsq xav is vwskh 139 



List of Subscribers. ix. 

Page 

Ths toicb ov ihb Lord is vull or xubbty ... 140 

BlXSSBD is HB XHAX COirsiDBBSTH VHB POOB ... ... 141 

MlH-B AOB IS AS irOXHIB& BBVOBB ThBB ... ... 142 

Thb hbaybbs dbclabb thb oloby 01 God ... ... 143 

av3> thb oiiy was 71tbb ck>i<d ... ... ... 144} 

BlBSSBD IB ZHB XAB THAT BBSUBBIH XBMPTAIIOB ... 146 

Thb loyb ov hobtby is thb boot oi all byil ... 146 

Ax I KY BBOTHBB'B XBBPBB ? ... ... ... ... 147 

DVST THOU ABX, ABD TBTO DUST THOU SHALT BBTUBV 148 

Iir WHOBB SABD IB THB SOUL OB BYBBY UYIBa XHUrG ... 140 



^tBcrUfSbt SiwmiB. 



TflB Ll(}HTBB8 

Ah Autuhb Mobvdto ... 
Thb Toll-Gatb 
Thb Flowbbs ... 

BUBBISB ... aa( ... ... ... 

DUJHBKT ... ... ... ... a.. 

Thb Swallow 

Thb Sakb 

Thb Gipsy Cahp 

Blacbbbbbyibq 

Thb Spabbow 

Thb Bahb ... ... ... ... 

Thb Baibbow 

Thb Childbbb ... 

Ob BBOBimra a Bouquet ov Wild Flowbbs 

Thb Watbbuill 

Thb Glbabbbs 

Thb Sub-Dlil 

TnrBDOB Hall 

Thb Labd op Flowbbs... 

Thb Floods 

Thb Waysidb Iirir 



• •• 




150 




• •• 


161 


• • « 




152 




• •• 


153 


• •• 




154 




• •# 


155 


• • • 




156 




• • • 


157 


• •• 




158 




• • « 


159 


• •• 




160 




• •• 


161 


• •• 




162 




• •t 


163 


t • • 




164 




• •• 


165 


• • • 




166 




«•• 


167 


• •t 




168 




• »• 


169 


t •• 




170 




• t • 


171 



iiogtEp^icHl Siamtis. 



I^BIBCB AlBBBT 


172 


JiOBD FaLMBBSTOB 


173 


Bichabd Cobdbb ... 


174 


JOHB BUBYAB ... ... ... ... ... 


175 


Stbphbjt^ojt 


W*?* 


Joair CoLji, iss Local HisTosiiAjx 


.. va 



I^iaullaiucnis ^onttets. 



IWllL 




Kin> Wou 




Ftn 






'shd '" 


LiB»n 




Act wm ibt Put 


Thb Cptiv 




0» BBSIBG 




Mt Sbsiifo 


Puoi... 


Thouoht 




Wut... 




Thb Hiddih 




Nabbby 




Tei Etibq 





-^MMMfaBM 










^^mm^m 


1^ 


S4S=SB±BBB^^b^tfa 






' " ''• <> 1 


— 


-'o ^^3;:^i3^-ar'^*: 


•ar^^HH 


^^:i" 




w arrMrn 



fist 0f ^ttlrsttibm. 



Teb Bight Hov. Babl Spbitcss 

Ths Bet. Lobd ALwm CoicpToa' 

Thb Biqht Hoir. Lobd Ltybdbb (2 copies) 

Thb Lady Chablottb Wsbtwobth Fitzwilliah (6 oopies) 

Thb Lady Dobothy Wezttwosth Fitzwilliah (6 copies) 

Thb Hon. Fiizpatbick Ybbbox 

Thb Lady Albbbda Ybbkoit 

Sib Bainals EIkightlby, Babt., M.P. (4 copies) 

V. Caby Elwbs, Esq., Billing Hall 

Catt. H. M. Siocksalb (2 copies) 

6. AsHBY Ashby, Esq., Na$eby 

H. O. Nbthbbcotb, Esq., MouUon Grange (2 copies) 

Chablbs GiLPiir, Esq., M.P. 

Or. W. HuKT, Esq., M.P. (6 copies) 

Mbs. Sawbbidgb, East Haddon 

Douglas Glyb, Esq., East Haddon 

W. Maokwobxh DoLBBsr, Esq., Finedon Hall (6 copies) 

6. F. HoLBOYD, Esq., Wellingboroi^h (2 copies) 

JoHir CoBBiB, Esq., Torquay (6 copies) 

J. ProKBBiBG, Esq., M.P., Australia 

W. Bbllabs, Esq., Helpstone 

Bev. J. N. SiMFKiirsON, Brington Rectory 

Mbs. Dixoir, W,gham Ferrers (2 copies) 

Bbv. H. V. Bbottghtoit, WeUingborougk (10 copies) 

JOHK Fbbby, Esq., Hardinptone 

T. Pbichabs, Esq., M.D., Alivgton Abbey (1 copies) 

JoHK E. F. J. Wilson, Esq., Brixtcorth (2 copies) 

J. Babby, Esq., Mayor of Northampton 

WiLLiAU DBNiriB, Esq., Northampton 

JoHB JB7FBBY, EsQ., Northampton (3 copies) 

Cob. HvoeiS; Esq., Northumj^on 




xii. List of Subscribers. 



Abbey, Miss, WelUnghorough Orange 

Abbott, l£r. W., WelMnghprough 

Abel, Mir. P., Northampton 

Adnitt, Mr. A., Birmii^hcu» 

Adnitt, Mr. H., Shrewtbury 

Affleck, Mr., WeUingborotigh 

Aitken, Miss Jean, GHa»gov> 

Akrill, Mr. W., WeJUnghorough (20 copies) 

Archer, Mr. C, WelUnghorough 

Archer, Mr. H., Northampton 

Archer, Mr. Henry, Wellingborough 

Aris, Mr. B. B., Wellingborough 

Arlidge, Mr., Northampton 

Atkin, Mr., Northampton 

Atkins, Mr. H. J., Northompton 

Atkins, Mr. W., Northampton 

Audin, Bev. T., WelfAmgborough (3 copies) 

Baker, Mr. J., Ketteri/ng 

Barron, Mr. G., WelMngborou^h 

Battams, Mr. J., London (2 copies) 

Bayley, Dr., Northompton 

Beale, Mr., Olneg 

Beale, Mr. A., Australia (2 copies) 

Beale, Mr. J., London (2 copies) 

Beam, Mr. W., WelUngborougIt 

Beeby, Mr. A., Wellingborough 

Beeby, Miss E., Wellingborough 

Beeby, Mr. T., Wellingborough 

Beesley, Bev. T. C, Saffron Walden (2 copies) 

Belcher, Miss, Davenirg 

Betdes, Mr. T., Wellingborough 

Betts, Mr. Edward, Stony Stratford 

Betts, Mr. E. B., Northampton 

Bibby, Mrs., WeUingborough 

Billet, Mr. C, London 

BiUingham, Mr. W., Northampton 

Bird, Mr. W., Wellingborough 

Blackwell, Mr. J., Northampton 

Blakeman, Mr. J., Northampton 

Bland, Mr. W., Wellingborough 

Blott, Mr. Walker, London 

Blott, Mr. W., Wellingborough (6 copies) 

Blunt, Mr, W. J., Northampton 

Baddiogton, Mrs., WeUingborough (2 copies) 



Boatoek, Ur. P., NorOUuftaii 
Brawn, Hr. B., IforOUmplim 
Bri(gB, Mr. B. A., Saetiilrf 
BriEtso, Mr. C. Iforthanplmi 
Brown, Sev, Julm TnrUnd, 2fiirilumfl<m 
BronB, Bev. JuHpii, IforlMnBiplon 
Brown, ICbs U,, IFirf/in^biiroi^k 
BtTUt, Mr. W., Wsmngiorassk 
Bui], "Mr. G., NarOampliin 
BLndng, Mr., floomtri/ 
Burnall, Mr. C, Juifriilia 
BurDli«m, Mr. G. H. Wii/iujiuroiiji 
Bntlin, Mr. E,, NoHlmiiiplon 
Bntlin, Mr. 'George, JVorfianploii 
Bnttaifleld, Ui. Jmn, ff<ra«;egii 

Osnipiaii,'Ur. B., ViIcUohiw 

Cua^ioti, Ur. John, BUtmatk 

Ounidon, iSt. Bamu^l, NortkamploH 

CBp!>U, Mr, Henrj, IFallnigbimagk 

Cepfll.Mi'.J Wrlliiii^lmnnigli 

CuflwaU, Mr. Cooper, Norlhamplaii 

Onttel. "Mr. J., Fdcrbormitih 

Cinit, Ut. J., JVortJompfcji 

Chunben, Ur. C, WilUngboroii^k 

Chunbwi, Ur. G., Iforiliamptm 

Chspman. Mr. J Slony Sln'/ar<l (3 rjopiei) 

Ohnottuun, Mr. H., JTsifinjiorouji (3 oopiM) 

Cluibott, Mr., OZtiigi 

Cluk, Ber. II., Stoii 

Clark, Mr. W-, VffjJifjjrAtftvufjl (Q copi«) 

Cl«rk«, Mr. W., NiiiiliBKIplon 

dHier, Mr. J., IFiUiii^ionHiDt 

CImtw, Mr. Il„ Jv^,rttamp(o(. 

Olasyer, Mr. W., WelUugburai^uli 

Coles, Ui&a B,, tFgUinfffj"ro7igh 

C0Mll,MijI, WtUingbaraKgh 

Cook, Mr. T., IFeilidjiffroii,;* 

Cooke, Mr. J., yt^hampion 

Cooper, Mr, Q, H., Wtlliiiglioroiifjh 

Cooper. Ihiilnos, Aiilhof nf lie •• Far^altirg qf Suk 

Corbj, Ur. J.. jrnrtionFfon 

Corb;, Ur. C, Laadoa 

Corbj, Mr. W., London (eoopies) 

Cordeoi, Ur. F., JVtirlAaflipf an 

CbftDS, Mr. Q., Iforthaapiou 



xw. List of Subscribers. 



Oove, Mr. J., Nortkampton 

Oowper, Mr. J. M., Faverthamt Kent (2 copies) 

Craddock, Mr. G., Northampton 

CnrtdB, Mr. T. K., Braeleley 

Cortis, Mr. T. S., WelUnghorough (2 copies) 

Dayis, Mr. W., Wellingborough 
Davison, Mr. B., Olneg 
Denton, Mr. W., Bramleg 
De Wilde, Miss Edith, Northampton 
De Wilde, Mr. J. G., Northampton 
Dickens, Mr. Henrj, Northampton 
Dickenson, Miss 0., WelUnghorough 
Douglas, Mr. Thomas, Northampton 
Dullej, Mr. B., WelUnghorough 
Dullej, Mr. D., WeUingborough 
DnUey, Mr. J., WeUingborough 
DuUey, Mr. W., sen., Wellingborough 
Dulley, Mr. W., jun. WeUingborough 

Early, Mr. J., Wellingborough 
Eldridge, Mr. W., Northampton 
EUard, Mr. James, Northampton 
Emerton, Mr. B., Northampton 

Parey, Mr. H. K., Kettering 
Farey, Mr. W., Kettering 
Hetcher, Mr. J. H., Northampton 
Foddy, Mr. J., Northampton (2 copies) 
Foster, Mr. J. P., Birmingham 
Fowler, Mr. H., Wellingborough 
Fox, Mr. C, Northampton 
Francis, Dr., Northampton (2 copies) 
Freeland, Mr., Saffron Walden 
Frost, Mrs., Northampton 

GaUard, Mr., Towceiter Mill 
Gurratt, Mr., Olney 
Garratt, Mr. John, Ecut Saddon 
Gawthom, Mr. C. E., Northampton 
Gawthom, Mr. S. E., Northampton 
Gawthom, Mr. T. A., Northampton 
Gedge, Eev. Sydney, Northampton 
Gibhs, Mr. B, M., WeUingborough 
GUb^, Ur, C, Great BnckhiU 



List of Sudscrii^s. xv. 



601, Mr. C, Wellingborough 
Oodfirey, Mr. J., Northcimpton 
Goodman, Mr. iff., Wellingborough 
Green, Mrs., Northampton 
Greenongh, Mr. H., Northampton 
Griesbaoh, Mn., Northampton 
Groom, Mr. B., Northampton 

Haoksley, Mr. G., WelUngborough 

Hammon, Miss, Olneg 

Hamshaw, Mr., Wellingborough 

Hanson, Mr. T. F., Northampton 

Harris, Mr., WoUaeton 

Harrison, Mr. A., Northampton 

Harrison, Mr. H.. Northampton 

"EMc^ejy Mr. Jesse, Northamp^n 

Heam, Miss, Northampton 

Henrf, Mr. W. J., Wellingborough 

Hensman, Mr. J., Northampton 

Heuch, Mr., Australia 

fienoh, Mr. T., Australia 

Hewitt, Mr. W. L., Northampton 

Hiam, Mr. S., Northampton 

Hickman, Mr. Edward, Bavensthorpe 

Hodson, Mrs., Wellingborough 

Hollingshead, Mr., Olneg 

Hollis, Mr. F., Northampton 

Hollis, Mr. W., Leicester 

Hope, Mr. W. A., Wellingborough 

Housedon, Mrs., Wellingborough (3 copies) 

Hoosedon, Mr. W. H., Wellingborough (3 copies) 

Houghton, Mrs., Daventry 

Hull, Mr. Charles, London (2 copies) 

Hull, Mr. William, Northampton 

Humphries, Mr. Harrold, Wellingborough 

Hompbries, Mrs. W., Wellingborough 

Jackson, Mr. G. W., Northampton 
James, Mr. C, Wellingborough 
James, Mr. P., Wellingborough 
James, Mr. W. W., Wellingborough 
Jenner, Mr. B., Wellingborough 
Johnson, Mr. J., Northampton 
Johnson. Mr. W., Northampton 
Johnson, Mr, ^V., Wellingboroagk 
Joaet, Mx8,f Northampton 



Xvi, List of Subscribers, 



Jones, M^s, Burmingham 

Jones, Mr. B., Wellingborough 

Jones, Mr. 8., NorOkampton 

Jones, Mr. W., Northampton (2 copies) 

Jones, Mr. W., Northampton 

Jope, Mr. J., Northampton 

Keenan, Mr. H., Northampton 
Keep, Mrs., Wellingborough (3 copies) 
Keep, Mr. A. 0., WoUaeton 
Keller, Mr. J., Wellingborough 
Kidsley, Miss B., WelUngborough 
Kightley, Mr. J., Northampton (2 copies) 
Kilbom, Mr. T., WeUingborough 
Kingston, Mr. W., Northampton 
Kirbj, Mr. J. M., NorOumpton 

Law, Mr. E. F., Northampton 

Law, Mrs., WeUingborough 

Lawrence, Mr. J., Northampton 

Lawrence, Mr. B., Market Harboroiigh (2 copies) 

Leadbeater, Mr. 8., Northampton 

Leatherland, Mr. J. A., Kettering 

Leigh, Mr. T., WelUngborough 

Lewin, Mr. W., WeUingborough 

Livook, Mr. C, Northampton 

Loyell, Mr. B., Bingriead 

Lowick, Mr. Bichard, Little Brii^n 

Mabbutt, Miss, WeUingborough 
Mabbutt, Mr. 8., WelUngborough 
Mackie, Mr. Gtoorge, Sardinggtone 
McKinnell, Mr. W., Northampton 
Manfield, Mr. M. P., Northampton 
Manning, Mr. M., Denford 
March, Mr., Jan., Long Buckbg 
Marshall, Mr. Henry, Northampton (3 copies) 
Matthews, Miss M. A., Wellingborough 
Matthews, Mr. W., WeUingborough 
Maole, Mr. W., WeUingborough 
Mawby, Mr. H. M., Northampton 
Mayger, Mr. W. D., Northampton 
Meyers, Mr. P., WeUingborough 
Miller, Mr. T., WeUingborough (2 copies) 
MittoB, Mr, O., WeUingborough 



Ust of Subscribers, xviL 



Kitton, Mr. J., Autlralia 
Mitton, Mr. J. B., AustreUia 
Mitton, Mr. W. 8., AustraUa 
Moore, Mr. L. W., Northampton 
Moxon, Mr. W., Iforthampton 
Munson, Mr. W., Northampton 
Morden, Mr. Joseph, Wellingborough 
Murden, Mr. J., Wellingborough 
Murden, Mr. W., Wellingborough 
Murphy, Mr. W., Wellingborough (2 copies) 

Negus, Miss E., Wellingborough 
Newman, Mr. F. B., JBrangling 
Newman, Mr. H., Ampthill 
Newman, Mr. J. S., Brangling 
Newton, Mr. G., Northampton 
Nobles, Mr. J., Wellingborough 
Nookolds, Mr., Saffiron Walden 
Nookolds, Mrs. Martin, SaJ^Von Walden 
Norman, Mr. W., Auetralia 
Northampton Co-operatiTe Society 

Oliye, Mr. E. H., Northampton 
Osbom, Mr. T., Northampton 
Osboum, Mr., Oht^ 

Packer, Mr. Gtoorge, Northampton 
Paradise, Mr. Thomas, Stamford 
Parker, Mr. C, Nor^ampton 
Payne, Mrs. Thomas, Northampton 
Peck, Mr. J., Wellingborough 
Peirce, Mrs. W. J., Northampton 
Pendered, Miss E., Wellingborough 
Pendered, Mr. W., Wellingborough (3 copies) 
Percival, Mr. W., sen., Northampton 
Perkins, Mr. H., Wellingborough 
Perrin, Mr. Peter, Wellingborough (3 copies) 
Ferry, Mr., Lavendon Mille 
Phillips, Bey. James, Northamptim 
Pickering, Mr. 8., Northampton 
Pickering, Mrs., Olney 
Plowman, Mr. D., Brixworth 
Plowman, Mr. G., Northampton 
Plowman, Mr. G., Wellingborough 
TlowmsD, Mr. J., Wellingborough 



xviiu List of Subscribers, 



Plammer, Mr. John, London 
Portal, Mr. W. T., NoHhamptan 
Porter, Mr. E., Buntingford 
Price, Mr. W., Northampton 
Prust, Kev. B. T., Northampton 
Putnam, Miss, Wellingborough 

Batcliffe, Mr., Northampton 

Bichardson, Mr. T., Wellingborough 

Bixon, Miss £., Wellingborough 

Bixon, Miss J., WelUngboroitgh 

Bobinson, Mr. Jonathan, Northampton 

Bobinson, Mr. J., Wellingborough 

Bodhonse, Mr., Daventrg 

Bogers, Mr. T., WeUingborovgh 

Booksby, Mr. H., Irthlingborough 

Boxby, Bey. H. M., Wellingborough (3 copies) 

Bubbra, Mr. W. A., WeUir^borough 

Sabin, Mr. W., Northampton 
Sandall, Mr. B., Northampton 
Sargeant, Mr. £. B., Peterborough 
Sargeant, Mr. William, Northampton 
Saunders, Mr. Wnberforoe, Northampton 
Savage, Mr. George, Northampton 
Saward, Mr. W. T., Wellingborough 
Sawyer, Mr. H., Wellingborough 
Sawyer, Mr. H., Wellingborough 
Scott, Mr. John, B.A., Norwich 
Scott, Mr., Leicester 
Seal, Miss, Westeott 
Sears, Mr. J., Northampton 
Sellers, Mr. D., sen., Northampton 
Sharman, Mr. Edward, Wellingborough (2 copies) 
Sharman, Mr. M. B., Wellingborough 
Sharman, Mr. N. P., Wellingborough 
Sherwood, Mr. B. W., Wellingborough (2 copies) 
Shipp, Mr. J., Northampton 
Shoosmith, Mr. W., Northampton 
Sibley, Mr. C, Northampton 
Sibley, Mrs., Wellingborough 
Simco, Mr., Wellingborough 
Simons, Mr., WelU^borough 
Simpson, Mr. W., Northcmpton 
Slsjmaker, Mr. W., Northampton 
SJinn, Mr, T,, Wellingborough 



List of Subscribers, xix. 



Smart, Mm.» Wellingborough 
Smeathen, Mr. J., Northampton 
Bmeeton, Mr. J. 6., Naseby 
Smith, Mr. J., WeUingborough (2 copies) 
Smith, Mr. T., Peterborough 
Smith, Mr. W., Northampton 
Soden, Mr. Henry, Savenethorpe 
Spokes, Miss C, Upton MUl 
Spokes, Mr. G., Northampton 
Spokes, Mr. Thomas, KUlinghury 
Stewart, "iiT. v., BramptoHy Leeds ^ 
'Stimpson, Mr. F., Northampton 
Storgess, Miss, Leieeeter 
Swallow, Miss, Northampton 

Tapper, Bey. I. W., London 
Tarn, Mr., Wellingborough (2 copies) 
Taaker, Mr. A., WeUingborough 
Taylor, Mr. Thomas, Baeingetoke 
Tebbutt, Mr. T., Northampton 
Tester, Mr. T., WeUingborough (2 copies) 
Tester, Mr. W., WeUingborough 
Thomas, Mr., WeUingborough 
Thomson, Mr. T., WeUmgborough 
THey, Mr. H., WeUingborough 
Timmis, Bev. F., Halifax 
Tomalin, Miss H., WeUingborough 
Tomalin, Mr. J., WeUingborough 
Tomalin, Mr. W., jun., Northampton 
Tonsley, Mr. J. B., Northampton 
Toy, Mr. W., London 
Tressler, Mr. W., Northampton 
Turner, Mr. G., Northampton 

Vrasey, Bey. F., Qreat BrickhUl 
Vernon, Miss, Northampton 
Vials, Mr. B., Northampton 
Vickers, Mr., WeUingborough 
Viyers, Mr. B., WeUingborough 

Walden, Mr. H., Northampton 
Walden, Mr. J., Leieegter 
Walden, Mr, W.» WeUingborough 
Walker, Mr. G., Northampton 
Walker, Mr. 8., Wellingborough 
WaUiB, Ml, J», W^elUnffborough 



XX, List of Subscribers, 



Ward, Mr. B., NoHkampion 

Warr, Mr. B., Northampton 

Warren, Mr. William, Northampton (3 copies) 

Warren, Mr. W., Northampton 

Warren, Mr. William, East Saddon 

Watkin, Mr. 0., Wellingborough (2 copies) 

Watkin, Mr. G., WeUmghorough 

Watson, Miss, Northampton 

Watts, Mrs., Northampton 

Webster, Dr., NortXampton 

WeUs, Mr. I., Northampton 

Welsher, Mr. A., JSi^&am Ferrtrt 

Westley, Mr. Joseph, Blitworth 

White, Mr. Joseph, Northampton 

White, Mrs., Northampton 

Whiteho^e, Mr. T., Nor^ampton 

Whitelaw, Mr. G., Northati^ton 

Williamson, Mr. W., WelUngborottgh 

Wills, Mr, A., Northampton 

Wilmer, Mr. C, London 

Windley, Mr. T., Leieeiter 

Winterton, Mr., WelUngborough 

Woolston, Mr. John, WeUinghorough 

Woolaton, Mr. Josiah, WelUfighorough 

Woolston, B£r. S., WelUngborough 

Woolston, Mr., jnn., WelUngborough 

Woolston, Mr. W., WelUngborough 

Wright, Mr., Olney 

Wright, Mr. T., Northampton 

Young, Mr. W., Northampton 

Yoonglaad, Mr. J., Sqffhm Waldtn (2 copies) 




» 




esm]^tib( Wmittts, 




6 



^^t ffoou^a^. 




INDING- through the valley, 
Climbing up the hiU, 
Dipping down the hollow 
By the water mill ; 



Creeping under hedge-rows 

"Where the roses twine, 
Sweeping o'er the uplands, 

Past the browsing kine ; 

Skirting the old coppice. 

Through the level plain. 
O'er the dusty highway, 

To the fields again. 

'Ifeath the wood's cool shelter, 

"Where the startled hare 
ileeth like a shadow. 

Frighted from her lair ; 
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THE FOOT-PATH. 

Buried in the bosom 
Of the com fields grand, 

Eipening wheat and barley 
A wall on either hand ; 

By the quiet homestead 

Nestled amid trees, 
Over scented meadows 

Pull of toiling bees ; 

Eight across the hill4op, 
Again into the meads, 

By the brooklet where the rat 
Lurketh in the reeds ; 

Ever growing wider 
As it nears the town, 

And lost as it emerges 
In the highway brown. 




N ancient pile, grey with the years 

Of rolling centuries ; 
The spire high o'er the landscape rears 
Its summit to the skies. 



Like a watchman on the hill's high top, 

It stands and looks abroad, 
And lifts its taper finger up 

To hope, and heaven, and G-od. 

Dark solemn yews black shadows throw 
O'er many a moss-grown stone, 

Where the dead lie sepulchred below, 
Porgotten and unknown. 

There, in those old time-honoured walls. 

In the ages that are fled — 
Have been old Monkish festivals. 

And masses sung and said. 

"Without, the twining ivy trails 

In nature's simple grace ; 
Within, a grateful cahn prevails. 

And fills the holy place. 
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THE VILLAGE SANCTUARY, 

Sometimes within the western door 
You can watch the ringers ring : 

And through the time-warped oaken floor 
See the heavy huge bells swing ; 

And mark the svrift revolving spokes 
Of each creaking ponderous wheel, 

As the villagers, with lusty strokes. 
Troll the harmonious peal. 

The boys will stand with upturned sight. 

With a deKghtful dread, 
Beneath the steeple, till its height 

Seems toppling overhead. 

The sunshine, through the diamond panes. 

Palls with a ripened glow ; 
But when the daylight softly wanes. 

And the lengthening shadows grow, 

As the sun in the refulgent west 
Tinges the churchyard sward. 

The peace of heaven then seems to rest 
On the temple of the Lord. 

The noisy daws build in the walls 

With each returning Spring ; 
And when the twilight gently falls. 

The bat on restless wing 
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THE VILLAGE SANCTUARY. 

Darts from behind some dusky tomb, 

With strange erratic flight, 
And flits about the shadowy gloom 

All through the Summer night ; 

And then a solemn awe descends 

On nave and vaulted aisle, 
And a weird wond'rous beauty lends 

Unto the holy pile ; 

And hoary time-worn tablets, rich 

With chiselled tracery, 
And spanning arch, and sculptured niche, 

And carven efiSgy 

Take ghostly shapes, and forms unreal 
Through the dim twilight gleam. 

And to and fro strange shadows steal. 
Like the phantoms of a dream. 

But when the morning breaks upon 

The ancient stately pile. 
The ghostly shapes and phantoms wan 

Melt in day's glorious smile. 

Like a watchman on the hill's high top. 

It stands and looks abroad. 
And lifts its taper finger up 

To hope, and heaven, and God. 
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ATIENT, industrious, cruel, and sly. 
Repulsive alike to the touch and the eye. 
And bold as the Hon when danger is nigh. 



Lying in wait like a beast in its lair. 
Weaving its meshes with consummate care ; 
Powler ne'er spread out ^p skilful a snare. 

When day hath gone down and the dim twilight 

falls. 
Silently, stealthily, slowly he crawls 
Over the ceiling, along the dark walls ; 

Over the curtains, along the smooth panes, 
Noiseless as death till his victim he gains. 
And drinks up the life from the quivering veins. 

There is no escape from his poisonous fangs ; 
He revels and gloats o'er his victim's death-pangs. 
Then from his high gibbet the carcase he hangs. 

At home everywhere, in the dark or the light : 
He will swing by a thread from the roof's giddy 

height. 
Or lurk in the damp, dreary crypt out of sight. 
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THE SPIDER. 

He loves for his home the old ruin the best, 
Where the spoiler ne'er enters to rifle his nest, 
Nor intruders e'er come to destroy or molest. 

There he labors and spins amid silence and gloom, 
And fattens and feeds as he works at his loom, 
And unfurls his dun banners in every room — 

Pestooning arches and capitals tall. 

Draping the spacious banqueting hall 

"Where the revellers sat, with a dark, sombre paU. 

It makes the flesh creep to catch sight of him 

there — 
His great, bloated body, aU covered with hair. 
And his wide, sprawling legs, a« he comes from his 

lair. 

Tou may see his big eyes looking cruelly round. 
And hear, if you listen, the low rustling sound 
As he bears off his prey with a quick, nimble bound. 

Ever alert in the night or the day, 
Watching and waiting for plunder and prey. 
Lying in ambush to kiU and to slay. 




N the forehead of the hill 
Stands the quaint, old-fashioned mill, 
With its long and tawny sails 
Spread to catch the welcome gales : 



To the east op to the west 
Turns its weather-beaten breast, 
Which way still the current blows 
Bound and round the windmill goes. 

From the towns, and fields, and farms 
You may see its outspread arms 
Moving slow or whirling fast 
Whencesoever comes the blast. 

Par away it seems a toy 
That a shower might destroy ; 
Plaything of a summer's day 
That a breath might sweep away. 
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THE WINDMILL 

Only in its shadows black, 
Where you hear the ceaseless dack, 
And the great sails flap and swing 
To the wind's hoarse murmuring ; 

And behold its ribs of oak, 
Tempest-scarred but yet unbroke. 
Firm foot-planted in the clay. 
Like a wrestler in the firay — 

Then, amid the noise and din. 
The astonished sense takes in 
That a giant in its might 
Is the windmill on the height. 

When the idle wind blows low. 
Lazily the long sails go ; 
When the piping breeze is high, 
'Merrily the quick sails fly. 

Till the miUer leaves the mill, 
And the busy wheels are still. 
Throbbing with incessant throes, 
Bound and round, and round it goes. 
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T fell, and the world lay chilly and white, 
And cold as a corse on its burial night. 



It came not as comes the sleet and the rain, 
Dashing against the window pane ; 

Not as the rattling hailstones beat, 
But hushed as the fall of spirit feet. 

Tou coruld not have heard a giant tread. 
And earth was still as the land of the dead. 

It buried the fields from the light of day, 
As a miser hides his treasure away. 

It covered the graves, and each rounded heap 
Seemed a bed of down, where the weary sleep. 

It crowned the hill with a crown as bright 
As king ever wore in his proudest might. 

It clad the vale in a robe as fair 

As maids on their bridal morning wear. 
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THE SMOW, 

It decked the wood in a coronet, 
"With myriads of flashing jewels set. 

It clung to the side of the lofty tower, 

As weakness clingeth to strength and power. 

It knelt at the feet of the steeple tall. 
Like a nun at the confessional. 

It mocked the sculptor's art divine, 
"Workman ne'er owned a touch so fine. 

Cornice and moulding, and fret and frieze, 
And grotesque incongruities. 

The highway was hid, the footpath lost. 
And each distant way-stone seemed a ghbst. 

The frozen branches with pearls were strung, 
And each tiny spray with diamonds himg. 

The hedge-rows were clothed as with flakes of wool, 
And the meanest things looked beautiful. 
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AIB Spring returns in beauty dad ! 

The daisies deck the plain, 
The valleys smile, the woods are glad. 
The fields are green again. 



The carol of the lark is heard 
Before the morning breaks. 

And insect, man, and beast, and bird 
To love and joy awakes. 

The sparkling streams in music run, 
Heard is the hum of bees, 

The blossoms open to the sun. 
And scent the passing breeze. 

A joy th^ seems ahnost di^dne 
Pervades the hills and plains ; 

Only within this heart of mine 
Cold, cheerless Winter reigns. 
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HE cloudy fountaiiis are unsealed, 
And barren hill, and thirsty field, 
And drooping vale, and famished plain 
Drink long, deep draughts of Summer rain. 



The flowers rejoice, and upward hold 
Their cups of ruby, pearl, and gold ; 
Each drop distilled to perfumes rare. 
With incense loads the humid air. 

The wood with sweet, soft music rings. 
And a baptismal anthem sings ; 
On every leaf, and tree, and stem. 
Sparkles a new-created gem. 

The cornfields 'neath the blessing bow ; 
To their fuU height the rivers grow ; 
The willows by the brooklet's side 
Lave their dank tresses in the tide— 
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THE SUMMER RAM 

Drink to their fill the secret springs, 
As every stream due tribute brings, 
Till the cool reservoirs below 
With limpid treasures overflow. 

In bye-way and in busy street, 
Like pattering of children's feet, 
With precious blessings in its train 
Gomes the refreshing Summer rain. 
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OBM-LADEN clouds are sailing 
Across the lowering sky ; 

The solemn wind is wailing, 
The dead leaves rustle by. 

The fields, all brown and fallow, 

Lie naked to the blast ; 
The twitter of the swallow 

Is over now, and past. 

The cold hath laid its finger 

On the broad leaves of the vine ; 

Loth on the tree they linger, 
Blushing like ruddy wine. 

The robin sings his ditty 
As the evening shadows grow. 

And pleads for human pity 
From the leafiess apple-bough. 

Dank mists rise in the gloaming, 
Like phantoms, white and wan ; 

Ah, me ! the winter's coming, 
And the joyful time is gone. 
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MiaHTT monarcli is Old King Frost ! 

No king may with him compare ; 
No rival he'll own near his icy throne, 

In his kingdom none may share. 

He brooks not Spring in her gay attire, 

Nor Summer in robes of green ; 
Before his keen eye Autumn's beauties fly, 

As though they had never been. 

I 

All nature is hushed at his dread approach — 

No welcome is there for him ; 
But what cares he ?-^for remorselessly 

He wieldeth his sceptre grim. 

His hand he pressed on the river's breast. 
And its fluttering heart grew stiU ; 

And bound at its source the brooklet's course. 
By the strength of his mighty wiU. 

He walked abroad in his wide domain. 

And the dying leaflets slew 
With arrows of sleet, and trod 'neath his feet 

Each beautiful thing that grew. 
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kiNG FROST. 

He pressed in his service the bleak east wind, 
And charged it with missions of wrath ; 

The flowers were swept from their beds as they slept, 
And fell dead in its terrible path. 

He set his white signet on every tree, 
And graved on each stone his mark ; 

And chilling as death was his icy breath. 
And his presence as cold and stark. 

He will enter the town in the open day. 

And hang up his pointed spears 
On the church roof taU, and the cottager's wall, 

Like jewels in beauty's ears. 

He will garnish the roads like a clean-swept room 

"With only a wave of his hand, 
And from the rich store of his treasury hoar. 

Sow broadcast over the land 

Myriads and myriads of sparkling pearls 

That flash in the morning's ray, 
Like the gems iu a monarch's diadem 

On his coronation day. 

His sharp teeth gleam from the workhouse eaves 
Like the fangs of some ravenous beast ; 

He prowleth outside the mansions of pride, 
Where the great and the opulent feast. 
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KING FROSf. 

Tou may keep him at bay by the warm fireside, 

But he'll enter your chamber door 
In the dead of night, and by the pale light 

Of the stars, with his fingers frore, 

Trace out, as in cruel mockery, 

The verdure and glory of Spring, 
And the flowers o' the plains on the window panes, 

WiU the ruthless, pitiless king. 

When nature's tears are trickling down 

In the feeble rays of the sun, 
GOhe drops he'U steal, and instant congeal 

Into diamonds every one. 

Each withered bent, and each lifeless stem, 

And every trembling spray 
"With pearls he wiU thread, and the river's cold bed 

"With beautiful jewels inlay. 

He wiU polish the lake as a mirror bright 
In the ray of the fair moon's sheen, 

And scatter the rime at the midnight chime. 
When the north wind is blowing keen. 

As calm as a child in its sleep he will lie 

On the top of the open plain ; 
You may sport on his breast as he taketh his rest 

Till the Spring-time cometh again. 
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OM his fevered, fitAil sleep 
On the filthy, sooty heap 
Starts the poor degraded sweep. 



Wretched, slipshod, and forlorn, 
Ghirments to vile tatters torn ; 
Better had he ne'er been bom. 

Ere the lark mounts up on high, 
Ere the stars have left the sky^ 
Wearily he trudges by. 

In the Summer's golden prime, 

In the dreary Winter time, 

Through the snow, and &ost, and rime. 

Summer, Autumn, Winter, Spring, 
To the social outcast bring 
Only toil and suffering. 

Own him neither kith nor kin ; 
Bom, perhaps, of shame and sin — 
A waif amid the city's din. 
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THE SWEEP BOY. 

In the chimney's straitened room, 
Toiling in a blacker gloom 
Than the darkness of the tomb. 

Writhing in the sulphurous heat, 
Scorched and scarred from head to feet 
Threats his piteous wailings greet. 

Not for him a father's smile, 
Mother's kiss, or sister's wile — 
His are blows, and curses vile ; 

Oaths, neglect, and bitter care, 
Eaiment worse than beggars wear, 
"Wretched quarters, scanty fare : 

For his home a cellar black, 
For his bed a filthy sack ; 

Gktll^d back, and wounded knees. 
Hunger, cancer, and disease — 
Who hath miseries like these ? 

Toung in years, in suffering old, 
Beaten, bartered, bought and sold : 
Ne'er was greater slave enrolled. 
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THE SWEEP BOY. 

Tet fop all his gpimy skin, 
Ignorance, disease, and sin, 
Dwells the spark divine within. 

Tet fop suffered misery, 
What he is, and what may be 
Brother still to thee and me. 

Shame to man, to woman shame ! 
Tarnish on our country's fame- 
Blot upon old England's name ! — 

Stain disgraceful, taint impure ! 
"Wipe it off! oh, rich and poor — 
Tours the crime, and yours the cure ! 
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OENINQ- in ruddy beauty breaks ! 

The darkling sbadows flee, 
The lark his homeward journey takes 
High o'er the dewy lea. 



A growing glory lights the east 
As Day's banners are unrolled, 

And Morning, like A vestured priest, 
Conies clad in robes of gold : 

Around his feet, like hooded friars, 
The clouds in silence bow ; 

The orient bums with molten fires. 
The heavens are all a-glow. 

Even the mantle of old Night, 
As with suUen frowns he flies. 

Dipt in the flood of heavenly light, 
Is tinged with golden dyes. 
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MORNING: A PASTORAL. 

Each hill, bathed in the glorious sheen, 

A crown of beauty wears ; 
The flowerets in the valleys green 

Look upward through their tears. 

The river, like a jewelled bride, 
All blushes, charms, and grace. 

Lays her white, misty veil aside. 
And smUes in Morning's fistce. 

The greenwood hangs its banners out, 
And whispers, " Mom has come ;'* 

The forest answers with a shout 
That shakes its leafy dome. 

The songsters on each diamond spray 

Burst into joyful song ; 
The brooklet leaps to catch the ray. 

Then, singing, glides along. 

The perfumed wind, with gladsome speed, 

Carries the welcome tale 
O'er many a dew-sprent field and mead, 

And hollow dell and dale. 

The ebon flag of Night is fiirled. 

Fair Morning walks abroad. 
And the incense of a grateful world 

Arises up to Gh)d. 
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MORNING: A PASTORAL 

A mighty joy pervades the earth : 

A joy as newly bom 
As thrilled through Nature at her birth 

TJpon creation's mom. 

Oh ! shame to me, if from my heart 

No aspirations rise, 
WhHe every creature takes a part 

In the glad sacrifice. 
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PON OUT breaker-beaten coast 

The Ocean "Watchmen stand ; 
And night and day keep watch and ward 
Around our native land. 



Their faces turned toward the sea 
Are seamed with many scars, 

As soldiers bear upon their breasts 
The marks of hard-fought wars. 

Wherever death and danger lurk 
Are reared their stately forms — 

Majestic amid Summer's calms 
And Winter's raging storms. 

Far out in ocean's wild domain 
They firmly plant their feet 

On treacherous rocks and sunken reefs 
Where the wild breakers beat. 

In the dark watches of the night 

They slumber not nor tire, 
But the long dreary midnight gloom 

They pierce with eyes of fire. 
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THE OCEAN WATCHMEN. 

They cheer the home-bound mariner ; 

Their glances calm and bright, 
Like the ffu^es of expectant friends, 

G-lad his enraptured sight. 

Unto the sailor outward bound, 
" Gbd speed !" they seem to say, 

And shed a fEurewell benison 
TJpon his dangerous way. 

Let oceans lash their sturdy sides. 
And fret and fume in vain; 

While breakers roar and tempests blow 
The watchmen shall remain. 
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Si^e i^(i^tf% Song. 

HO loves sweet music come with me, 

And list to the river's song, 
As through the meadows broad and &ee 
It proudly rolls along. 

I love it in its every mood : 

When murmuring pleasantly, 
Or fretted by the impetuous flood 

It hurries to the sea. 

Sweetest its song in Summer hours, 

When through the valleys gay 
It babbles to the blushing flowers 

All through the livelong day. 

I love to see the evening sky 

In beauty mirrored there. 
And the golden cloudlets sailing by 

Upon the perfumed air. 

The reed-bird loves to make her nest 

By the margin calm and deep ; 
And rocked upon its gentle breast 

The lilies sink to sleep. 
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THE RIVER'S SONG, 

The ancient mill's foundations reel 

Beneath its mighty bound, 
As it turns the ponderous wooden wheel 

Like a plaything round and round. 

Sometimes old "Winter binds it fast 

Beneath his icy caVe, 
And howling storm and mocking blast 

Around its prison rave. 

But when fair Spring returns again, 
All sunshine, smiles, and grace, 

It bursts the brittle bonds in twain, 
And leaps to her embrace. 

Old as creation is the lay 
Of the broad, spreading river ; 

It ceaseth not nor night nor day, 
But singeth on for ever. 
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PSINQ-INQ- and growing up everywhere : 
In the desolate wilds and the broad 
thoroughfare. 

Since the stars sang together at nature*s fair birth 
It has never decayed from the face of the earth. 

The dewdrops of mom hung as now on each blade, 
Ere man was created or paradise made. 

In the forest primeval it puts forth its green, 
Where foot hath not rested and eye hath not seen. 

On the great solemn prairies luxuriant and free, 
It rolls to the winds like the waves of the sea. 

It grows where the battle was fought on the plain, 
And over the barrows of warriors slain. 

It spreads amid ruin, neglect, and decay. 

Ever young when man's glory hath melted away. 

It lifts up its spears on the castle^s high walls. 
Where no longer the tread of the sentinel falls ; 
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THE GRASS, 

Where the banquet was held, and the wine cup 

once passed, 
It wayes to and fro in the keen midnight blast ; 

It hangs its green banners from turret and tower, 
And carpets " my ladye's " once beautiftil bower. 

Where the proud city stood, or the black fortress 

fipowned, 
There is nothing to tell saye the old grassy mound. 

It coyers the murderer's guilt from the light. 
And hides it in darkness deeper than night. 

It droops o'er the graye where we plant the sweet 

flowers, 
And to-morrow may fling its green mantle on oiirs. 

Oh ! what with this beautiful grass can compare ? 
Springing and growing up everywhere. 
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E quaint old chair of rough-hewn oak 

Tet stands beside the way ; 
The friend of high and humble folk 
Who pass from day to day. 

The young and old of every grade 

Have often rested there, 
Beneath the elm's wide-spreading shade, 

And blessed the wayside chair. 

There groups of merry children play, 
With hearts untouched by care, 

And romp the happy hours away 
Around the oaken chair. 

The invalid with feeble pace, 

And health-returning snule. 
Oft seeks the ancient resting-place, 

To linger there awhile. 

And crippled age with slower gait. 

And fading memory, 
Will sometimes totter to the seat, 

And rest beneath the tree. 
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The wayside chair. 

The traveller there rests his load, 

And wipes his heated brow, 
Then tempts again the weary road 

"With plodding steps, and slow. 

The beggar there, when tramping by, 
Footsore, and stained with dust, 

Hath halted with a tired sigh. 
And ate his sorry crust. 

The wretched "lost one " hath sat there, 

A stranger, and forlorn, 
And madly cursed, in her despair, 

The hour that she was bom. 

My lady there, with silken gown, 

And dainty hose and shoon. 
Hath not disdained to sit her down 

In Summer's sultry noon. 

There lovers sit on Summer eves, 

And tell the old, old tale, 
While overhead the trembling leaves 

Are whispering to the gale. 

In cold and heat, and rain, and dust, 

Beside the thoroughfare — 
A friend that ne'er betrays his trust — 

Stands the old wayside chair. 
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P all fair nature's varied flowers, 

I love the snowdrop best, 
That in t^e winter's sullen hours 
Hangs on earth's cheerless breast. 



It Cometh when the north winds blow 

Around the cotter's door, 
While on the hill-top lies the snow, 

And tempests sweep the moor. 

It blossoms when the days aj*e cold. 

And nights are dark and long, 
Ere the sheep have left the sheltering fold, 

Or the throstle tunes his song. 

It opens ere the bee takes wing. 
Mid joy, and mist, and damp— 

A flag of truce that gentle Spring 
Sends into Winter's camp. 
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THE SNOWDROP. 

It lieth like some beauteous gem, 
Or pearl of matchless worth, 

Dropt from some angel-diadem 
Upon the barren earth. 

I love the flowers of Summer's prime, 
In garden, wood, and mead ; 

But the snowdrop in the winter time 
Gomes like a friend in need. 
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3%e <!Stant 

HBIEKING- and shouting, with eyes 
glaring red, 
Shaking the earth 'neath his terrible 

tread, 
Forth to his labor the giant is led. 



Fretting and fuming, he brooks not delay, 
The heaviest toil unto him is but play : 
Harness the monster, and let him away. 

He shakes to its centre his lofty abode, 

As he darts from its doors with his huge heavy 

load, 
And boundeth away on the bright iron road. 

Whistling and snorting aloud for glee. 
Onward he speeds — ^for what eareth he ? — 
Over the river, and over the sea ; 

Over the meadows of waving grass, 

Over the bog and the deep morass, 

Through the wild gorge of the mountain pass ; 

37 



THE GIANT. 

On tlirough the walls of the deep-cleft hill ; 
Ovel* the valley so calm and still, 
Over the highway, past the old mill ; 

By gardens where Flora displays her charms, 
By outlying hamlets and thriving farms, 
Startling the cattle with wild alarms ; 

Past the dark woods where the squirrels bound, 
And burrows the fox 'neath the moss-covered 

ground, 
And the conies leap up with playful bound.; 

Careering along on the house-tops high ; 
Beneath their foundations bye and bye ; 
As the sparks from his mouth in red showers fly 

Headlong he'll plunge in the tunnel's dense gloom, 
Mid darkness as awful as reigns in the tomb, 
"With a wild, piercing shriek, like a fiend to his 
doom. 

Prom his pathway he tumeth nor swerveth for 

none — 
The day and the night unto him are as one — 
Nor is he fatigued when his labour is done. 
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THE GIANT, 

He will traverse the country from shire to shire, 
And ne'er faint by the way, nor his feet ever tire, 
For his ribs are of iron, his heart is of fire. 

Stand out of his way ! for he heeds no appeal : 
Beware ! — should he grasp you with talons of steel, 
He will tread out your life 'neath his merciless 
heel. 

Though so great is his strength, he is easy beguiled, 
And made a meek servant, obedient and mild. 
And governed almost by the hand of a child. 

To see the great monster stand under his shed. 

Inert and impassive, ere forth he is led, 

You might fancy perhaps the huge giant was dead» 

But only a wave of a master-hand — 

Only a touch of the quickening brand — 

And swifb as a dart he will fly through the land. 

Over moorland, and fenland, and torrent, and fell, 
Over the common, through dingle and dell, 
Blessing mankind more than I can tell. 
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CONCERT was held on a bright sunny 

day, 
While the Summer was young, and the 
newly-cut hay 
Like an odour from paradise, scented the gale, 
As it fell to the mowers in upland and dale. 

'Twas a beautiful place where the concert was 

given — 
The floor the green earth, the roof the blue 

heaven ; 
And the walls were all covered with sweet-smelling 

bloom. 
And the air was delicious with fragrant perfume. 

The fields wore a mantle of myriad hues, 

The meadows were sparkling with morning's soft 

dews ; 
The river was dimpled with many a grace. 
And mom blushed at her charms as she looked in 

its face. 
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THE CONCERT, 

The lark struck the key, and a sweet prelude sang 
At heaven's door, and the notes through the blue 

ether rang : 
'Twas the torch to the incense, the spark to the 

train — 
For a burst of wild harmony flooded the plain ; 

And the green and brown linnets, the blackbird 

and thrush, 
From the trees, and the furze, and the thorn, and 

the bush, 
And the finches and wrens from the dew-dripping 

hedge. 
And the reed-birds and vmting-larks in the thick 

sedge ; 

The tits, and the pies, and the daws, and the jays. 
All joined heart and voice in the chorus of praise ; 
While the cuckoo's soft note floated over the plain ; 
Like a voice of a friend was its welcome refrain. 

All appeared in full dress, from the top to the 

crown — 
White, black, purple, yellow, green, crimson, and 

brown ; 
Prom the wren to the lark, from the tit to the pie. 
Not a fault could be found, nor a feather awry. 
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THE CONCERT, 

How could they be less than all-perfect, when He 
Who stretched out the heavens, and created the sea, 
"Whose fiat from darkness called marvellous light, 
"Who sustaineth the world by the word of His might ; 

Whose care even marks when a sparrow doth fall, 
"Whose love is a buckler that guardeth us all, 
Who painted the rainbow, the IHies arrayed. 
Who numbered the stars, and the universe 
weighed — 

From the least to the greatest adorned every one ; 
And, as flashed their bright hues in the rays of 

the sun, 
I was fain to confess that not queens in their best. 
Nor kings in their robes were so sumptuously drest. 

The large humble-bees went singing along ; 

E'en the mail-covered beetle droned out a dull 

song; 
The long-legged grasshopper could not be still, 
But piped his shrill treble with hearty good will. 

On the tips of taU bents tiny insects were seen, 
Bedecked in their robes of gold, purple, and green : 
No creatures more happy or cheerful could be ; 
Not loud were their voices, but great was their glee. 
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THE CONCERT. 

The winds made soft muBie among the green trees ; 

The air was alive with the murmur of bees, 

As ihey hummed all day long amid bloom-covered 

bowers, 
Or sipped the sweet nectar from beautiful flowers. 

No harsh, jarring discords offended the ear, 

Por the " Great Master " tuned every instrument 

there; 
The harmony perfect, and perfect each part, 
None needed a book, but all sang from the heart. 

The robin piped low, and apart from the rest, 
And seemed rather vain of his orange-dyed vest ; 
Though pert was his look, but the wiQter before 
I remembered him begging for bread at my door. 

The theme was most ancient, the music was old, 
But as upward the notes in grand harmony rolled, 
I felt that although a poor child of the sod, 
I yet could claim kinship with nature and G-od. 

Towards evening the nightingale (silent all day) 
In a thorn by a brook began singing his lay ; 
And so sweet was the ditty, so thrilling and loud, 
That the echo went up to a golden-fringed cloud ; 
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THE CONCERT. 

And a skylark there singmg dropt down Uke a 

stone 
To the earth when he heard the beatified tone, 
And listening sat there by the side of the stream 
Till he fell fast asleep, and was lost in a dream. 

And the choristers all, from the lark to the wren, 
In hedgerow and tree, dale, dingle, and glen. 
When they heard the sweet singer each one hushed 

his lay. 
And the nightingale then had it all his own way. 

I stood still to Usten beside an old stile. 

And my pulses were quickened to rapture the 

while 
At the marvellous voice ; and I thought, as I heard, 
That surely 'twas more than the song of a bird. 

"Would you hear the concert, give nature a call. 
Her doors night and day stand wide open to all ; 
"Without money or price the brave choristers sing. 
And the beggar is welcome as kaiser or king. 
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T Lady Anne Kes cold and pale 
Within her winding shroud ; 
The sobbing mourners weep and wail 
"With sorrow wild and loud. 



My Lord is in his lonely room, 
Bowed with griefs keenest pangs ; 

And the dark shadow of the tomb 
Over that household hangs ; 

For beautiful was Lady Anne, 
And good as she was fair ; 

Her bounty like a river ran, 
Her virtues great and rare. 

She blest the dwellings of the poor, 
And soothed the bed of pain ; 

Necessity ne'er sought her door 
Or asked relief in vain. 
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LADY ANNE. 

The children loved her kindly face ; 

And in the village street 
The peasantry with rustic grace 

Paid her obeisance meet. 

Beside her corse by night and day 

The watchers sit and weep ; 
So calmly life has ebbed away, 

She only seems to sleep. 

Over her breast her fingers white 

Are clasped as if in prayer, 
And the ring she wore on her bridal night 

Still flashes brightly there. 



Sad tolls the bell from the hoary tower. 
Like the throb of a grieving heart, 

Or the sobs that break in that bitter hour, 
When the hopes of life depart. 

Slowly the cortege winds along, 

And gains the sacred pile, 
And mourning rustics old and young, 

Throng chancel, nave, and aisle ; 
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LADY ANNE, 



And then is heard the holy prayer, 
And words of faith and trust ; 

And Lady Anne is buried there 
Among her iindred dust. 

Who stealthy treads, with shaded light 

Cast faintly on before, 
And like a thief, at dead of night 

Enters the sacred door ? 

Down the dark aisle, on tiptoe tread, 

The bold intruder steals. 
As fearing to awake the dead. 

And at the altar kneels — 

But not to pray ; for hands and eyes 
Seek, through the midnight gloom, 

The heavy granite slab that lies 
Above my Lady's tomb : 

'Tis found, and raised ; and without halt 

That bad, bold, callous man 
Fearless descends the darksome vault 

Where rests the Lady Anne. 
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LADY Al^NE. 

Oh, monster impious and vile ! — 

To rob the dead he came — 
Oh, sin to stain that holy pile 

With such a deed of shame ! 

His wicked hands, with trembling haste. 

Open the coffin door. 
Whereon my Lady's name is traced. 

In silver gilded o'er. 

Death surely never looked so fair : 
The flowers her brows that wreathed 

Tet blossom in her auburn hair ; 

You might have deemed she breathed. 

Over her breast her fingers white 

Are clawed as if in prayer ^ 
And the ring sJie wore on her bridal night 

Still flashes brightly there. 

He seizes with a cruel grip 

The hallowed bridal ring, , 

But cannot from the finger slip 

The costly, glittering thing. 
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LADY ANNE. 

" Curse on the ring ! my trusty blade 
Shall give the prize to me ; 
Dead folk have not the power to feel,^' 
He muttered doggedly. 

A cry of pain, a shriek of fear — 
Footsteps in hurried flight — 

Break sudden on the startled ear 
Of that eventful night. 



A peasant at the break of day 
"Went from his humble cot, 

And found the sexton on the way, 
A drivelling idiot. 

And Lady Anne long lived to be 

A blessing to the place, 
And bore her husband children three. 

Adorned with every grace. 

The tale is told by great and small ; 

And you have heard perchance 
How the noble Lady at the Hall 

Was buried in a trance. 
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EEET beUs ! merry bells ! 

Pealing for theTride, 
Eingiiig out with a joyous shout 

[From mom till eventide. 
Hills are loud resounding, 

Echo hollow dells, 
And happy hearts are bounding 

To the merry marriage bellfl. 



Loyal bells ! loyal bells ! 

Einging loud and grand 
From wide wall and steeple tall, 

Filling all the land : 
With yoiir notes of gladness 

Putting care to flight, 
Scattering our sadness. 

As day chases night. 

Holy beUs ! holy beUs ! 

Tour entreating call, 
Like a prayer, ascends the air, 

Unto the Lord of all. 
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THE BELLS, 

Weary hearts aare turning 

Where no cares molest ; 
Souls with sorrow yearning 

Shall to-day find rest. 

Joyous bells ! joyous bells ! 

Ye the tale have told 
Of victory, by land and sea, 

Till its echo roUed 
Mighty and sonorous ; 

Or, with love's increase, 
Ofb and oft ye bore us 

Messages of peace. 

Watchful beUs ! watchful bells ! 

From your windows high 
Looking forth east, west, and north. 

And o'er the southern sky ; 
Telling, from your towers. 

Of Time's whereabout, 
And the precious hours 

Qounting slowly out. 

Midnight bells ! midnight bells ! 

Tour sweet sounding chime, 
Soft and clear, hath on mine ear 

Fallen many a time — 
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THE BELLS, 

Whfle the storm was beating, 

Bjpging Christinas in, 
Or the New Tear greeting 

With a merry din. 

Solemn bell! solemn bell! 

Tolling all alone 
For the dead npon his bed, 

With sad monotone ; 
From thy chamber hoary. 

With thy lips of brass. 
Telling the solemn story 

Unto aU who pass. 

Tuneful bells ! tuneful bells ! 

Could ye toll the knell 
Of earth's wrongs, with iron tongues, 

It were passing well : 
Could ye ring out sorrow, 

Villainy, and crime, 
And ring in a pure to-morrow, 

It were a dulcet chime. 
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DDTING and winding 

Througli the meadows gay ; 
Lost awhHe, then finding 
Out its silver way ; 



Fretting o'er the shallows 

With sweet murmurings, 

Where the cleaving swallows 
Dip their purple wings ; 

Bippling through the rushes. 
Under willows grey, 

Sleeping under bushes 

Covered o'er with May ; 

Scooping hollow ledges 

Underneath the bank, 

Where the ragged sedges 

Bathe their tresses dank : 

There the great chub plashes. 
There the gudgeons lie, 

There the " fisher " flashes 
Like a meteor by. 
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THE BROOKLET. 

Into cascades tumbling 

With delightful roar, 
And a tiny rumblmg 

*Gtunst the grassy shore ; 

Pausing for a minute 

By the alders tall, 
Where the tuneful linnet 

Sings a madrigal. 

On, rejoicing ever, 

Till, with gladsome sound, 
It leaps into the river 

With a joyful bound. 
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CATTEBING aU sadness 

As the night takes wing, 
Waking into gladness 
Every living thing. 

On the hill-tops glancing, 
Stealing o'er the meads, 

On the river dancing, 
Through the bending reeds. 

On the mountain burning 

Like a sacrifice — 
All the landscape turning 

To a paradise. 

Village roofs caressing 

With its gentle smile ; 
Falling like a blessing 

On the holy pile. 

Gladdening with its beauty 
The simple peasant's breast. 

As he goeth to his duty. 
As he Cometh to his rest. 
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THE SUMMER SUNSHINE. 

Gilding scented bowers, 
Savering ea<;h spray, 

Kissing from the flowers 
All their tears away. 

Into glad commotion 

Eousing up the sea, 
Till the mighty ocean 

Sparkles gloriously. 

In the blackened city, 
In the pent-up town, 

With a glance of pity 
Looking sadly down, 

Where wild vice and folly 
Their mad orgies hold, 

And on sights unholy. 
Better left untold. 

To creation bringing 

Hope without alloy, 
O'er the wide earth flinging 

Universal joy. 
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VEE the land and over the sea 
A messenger speeds unchecked and free, 
And men call his name Electric%. 



Silent as death is his footstep light ; 

He tires not by day, nor tarries by night, 

And leaveth the wind behind in his flight. 

His pathway is only a narrow wire, 

He hath fingers of steel, and a tongue of fire : 

He is staunch to his trust, and true to his hire. 

No matter the errand, be sure he will go. 
And carry your messages to and fro — 
Of sorrow or pleasure, weal or woe. 

Ah ! me he hath told — and will yet again — 
Of humanity writhing in terrible pain. 
Of horrible corses, and broken-down train. 

Tou may put in his honest mouth a lie. 
And away with the falsehood he'll swiftly fly. 
Then flash back a silent, indignant reply. 
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THE MESSENGER. 

He will bear the sad tidings of crushing grief, 

Or hurry with succour and soul-relief, 

Or overtake with his ill-gotten booty the thief. 

Let the blood-stained murderer take good heed : 
He will fly on before him with lightning speed, 
And proclaim to the world the bloody deed. 

Tes ; wait for thee, wretch, and thy guilt reveal. 
And single thee out with his finger of steel, 
As if he had life, and could reason and feel. 

He carries strange secrets, and messages dark, 
And holds up his hand with an ominous ** hark !" 
As he whispers the tale to the listening clerk. 

He will stand on the coast, by the ocean foam, 
And take note of the ships as they go and come — 
Outward bound, or returning home. 

Swift as the God with the winged feet, 

He flies from the fleld where the foemen meet, 

And tells of glad victory or sad defeat. 

An infant as yet, with lisping tongue : 

All languages known he will speak ere long, 

And grow to a monarch, mighty and strong. 
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7 HE MESSENGER. 

In every country sliall be his throne ; 
And the nations all his power shall own, 
Erom the frozen pole to the torrid zone. 

He shall spread out his hands over land and flood, 
And his presence be hailed as a token for good, 
And bind the wide world in one great brotherhood. 
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Itfng e'^axW Sntrs into Witllin^ovw^f 

1628. 

LY, wandering Fancy, on thy neck 
The bridle rein I fling ; 
Go, bear me back into the past, 
When Charles the Pirst was king. 

Away, away ; the present time 

Is fe^g from my brain; 
And through the haze of centuries 

I view the past again. 

'Tis summer, and the glorious sun 

Is shining royally ; 
The bells from "Wedlinburgh's old church 

Bing out right loyally. 

A motley crowd, from far and near, 

Is thronging every street ; 
Proud wave the flags, and overhead 

Banners with banners meet. 
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KING CHARLES, 

The hum of gathering multitudes 

Is mingled with the sounds 
Of sweet rejoicing instruments, 

Till echo loud resounds. 

From lattice high, and higher roof, 

And gable tall they cling 
With loyal ardour, waiting for 

The coming of the King. 

Yes, England's monarch comes to-day, 
And Britain's royal Queen ; 

Loud are the shouts, but greater yet 
Will be the joy I ween. 

Far out along the broad highway 
Stretches the surging crowd ; 

And ever and anon ring out 
Their plaudits long and loud, 

As comes the kingly retinue 

In glittering array, 
Esquires, and gallant cavaliers, 

And courtiers proud and gay, 

And mitred priest, and belted earl. 

And lords of high degree. 
Brave doughty knight, in helmet bright, 

And costly panoply. 
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kiNG Charles entry 

Hark! to that shout ; "the King! the King!" 
Elies swifb &om tongue to tongue ; 

He comes I he comes ! is the glad cry 
Of all that mighty throng. 

Up bonnets all, " G-od save the King !** 

Another thrilling shout — 
" Gk)d save old England's royal Queen," 

Upon the breeze rings out. 

Yes, there is England's puissant lord. 

Borne on his trusty steed, 
And as he bends with gracious smiles, 

He looks a King indeed. 

Yet there's a melancholy grace, 

A look akin to care 
Upon his brow, as if some grief 

Had set its signet there. 

Is it the shadow of a night 

That yet may fall upon 
The monarch's day ? Away ! away ! 

Ye darkling thoughts begone. 

Beside him, borne in palanquin, 

'Neath canopy of state, 
Comes his fair queen, and round her car 

Obsequious courtiers wait. 



INTO WELLINGBOROUGH. 

Blow, heralds, blow ; and instroments, 
Your sweetest strains outpour ; 

Cheer, loyal hearts ; bells, peal to-day ! 
As ne'er ye rang before. 

Slowly along the bannered streets 

The pageant t'akes its course 
Up to the breezy tented field, 

To healing Bed Well's source. 

Oh, King ! drink deep of that fair stream, 

!Fill up thy goblet oft ; 
Oh, lady ! brim thy crystal cup 

With many a sparkling draught. 



Pancy return ! reluctantly 
I break thy magic spell ; 

It is not all all a poet's dream, 
Not all romance I tell. 

Vanished is now that courtly host, 
And all its glories gone ; 

Yet, fresh as ever, ancient well, 
Thy silver stream rolls on, 
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KING CHARLES. 

As it will flow whfen I am dust, 

And this untutored lay, 
Forgotten like a foolish dream. 

Shall long have passed away. 

But never, while its current runs. 

Forgotten be thy fate. 
Oh, hapless Charles, of England's kings 

The most unfortunate. 
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AKEN !— and the father's head 

Droops with anger, grief, and shame ; 
Q-uilt hath its foul tarnish shed 
O'er his else unsullied name. 



Taken ! — and the mother's brow 
With death's hue is overcast ; 

Past the reach of trouble now, 
Broken her worn heart at last. 

Taken ! — and the sister's cheek 
Blanches at the dreadful tale ; 

Her's is grief that cannot speak, 
Agony without avail. 

Taken ! — and a deeper shade 
Gathers on the brother's face ; 

Bather were his brother dead — 
Death were better than disgrace. 
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takeM, 

Taken ! — ^and the noisy throng 
Echoes it in accents rude ; 

'Tis the cry of every tongue 
In the growing multitude. 

Taken ! — Justice never sleeps ; 

Night and day, by sea and land 
She her tireless vigil keeps, 

Never shortened is her hand. 

Taken ! — ah ! what tongue can tell 
The remorse the erring feel ; 

There is grief in yonder ceU 
That might melt a heart of steel. 

Taken ! — ^forfeit home and friends — 
Preedom for the prison wall ; 

From the fate that guilt attends, 
God preserve and keep us all ! 
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HE shining lake lay calm and bright 

In the sununer even-tide, 
As a lady fair and gallant knight 

Eoamed loving by its side. 



Sweet verdant islets here and there 

Adorned its placid breast 
"With native grace, as jewels rare 

Hang upon beauty's breast. 

Blazed in its depths the western sky 

With ruddy golden sheen, 
And mirrored there all silently, 

Shone evening's star serene. 

The perfumed zephyrs, soft and cool, 

Over the waters swept ; 
And the flow'rets, meek and beautiful, 

Upon its bosom slept. 
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THE FORGET-ME-NOT. 

He plucks for her the pensUe flowers 
That grow beside the stream ; 

Oh ! happy pair, Oh ! golden hours 
Of love's delicious dream. 

Quoth she, " Sir Knight, yon islet there 

Discloses to my view 
One little flower, passing fair, 

"With petals heavenly blue." 

" 1*11 bring it thee," the gallant cried, 
" To crown thy rich bouquet ;" 

Then leapt into the shining tide 
Ere she could bid him stay. 

"With lusty strokes he gains the isle. 
And grasps the limpid prize ; 

Then holds it up with loving smile 
Before the maiden's eyes. 

Oh ! hasten back, my own true knight, 

My heart misgives me sore : 
Heed not the flower, fast comes the night. 

Oh ! hasten to the shore. 

Prom his fair locks the flood he wrings 
Like showers of summer rain ; 

His cloak behind he careless flings. 
Then tempts the stream again. 
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THE FORGET-ME-NOT. 

Slower and slower towards the land 
He strikes with failing power, 

StiU grasping firm within his hand 
The fair but fatal flower. 

Ghood cheer, O knight ! strive gallantly, 

Bear up for love of grace ; 
'Twixt hope and life, and love and thee, 

Is but a little space. 

It may not be ; the longed-for shore 

Is fading from his sight : 
Love's gentle smile shall never more 

Bless yonder gallant knight. 

" Forget me not," he fondly cried, 
" it was for thy dear sake ;" 

Then flung the flower to her side, 
And sank beneath the lake. 

And since, where'er that flower grows, 

By brooklet, lake, or grot. 
Or where the spreading river flows, 

'Tis called—" Forget-me-not." 



69 




N the high front of the dark granite wall 
Hangs the church clock in its turret so 

taU, 
Faithfully telling the time unto all. 



Many a year hath that old clock hung, 
Counting the hours with loud iron tongue, 
Telling stem truths to the aged and young. 

As beats its great heart, at each mighty throe, 
Steady and solemn, and stately and slow 
Sways the long pendulum to and fro. 

Backward and forward, with regular swing. 
As the hours speed by on Time's restless wing. 
As if there was life in the ancient thing. 

Forward and backward, with measured sweep, 
"Whether men idle, or work, or weep. 
Whether they riot, or wake, or sleep. 
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THE OLD CHURCH CLOCK. 

Working when day kisses mountain and plain ; 
Toiling all night in the darkness and rain, 
Telling the old tale over again. 

TeUing that life is but short at best ; 
TeUing that earth was not meant for rest. 
As from its high tower it looks to the west, 

Pointing with warning finger below, 

To old tombs whose records none living know, 

To graves where the grass and the rank weeds grow. 

Lifting its hands to the heaven above, 
To the haven of rest, of light, and love. 
As round the quaint dial they silently move. 

Waking the echoes of midnight lone, 

Or telling aloud to the busy town 

That moments once lost are for ever gone. 

Bousing the toiler at break of day. 
Cheering his steps as he goeth his way, 
Calling him home at the close of day. 

Striking the hour of the murderer's doom. 

As pinioned he walks through the prison's gloom 

To a shameM death and a nameless doom. 
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THE OLD CHURCH CLOCK. 

And 6visniMxre it winnptK its nee 
Wiih an hcBiJest loc^ on its qpen&ee^ 
Oasing abroad &€0i its loftj place 

On tiie ocean of life as it ebbs and flows ; 
And ever the same, amid din and lepose. 
Backward and forward the p^idnlum goes. 
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^t WUitttfnuLtu 

HEN the moon and stars are out 

In Heaven's deep profound, 
Then the watchman goes about, 
On his nightly round. 



When departs the lingering day 

In the Summer's prime, 
"Watching till the lark's first lay 

Eings the matin chime. 

When the night is chill and damp, 
Through the silent street 

You may hear his measured tramp 
As he walks his beat. 

When the snow falls thick and fast. 
Eddying round his head. 

Drifting, whirling in the blast, 
Falls his muffled tread. 
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THE WATCHMAN, 

When the winds of midnight howl 
Loud, and cold, and shrill, 

On his wearisome patrol 
The watchman goeth still, 

"When the world, refreshed, awakes 
With sweet slumbers blest. 

Weary, then, he takes his way 
Homeward to his rest. 
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HE shutters are half-cloaed ; the blinds 

Are drawn in every room, 
And not a ray of sunlight finds 
An entrance through the gloom. 



The footsteps of the mourners fall 
"With hushed and timorous tread, 

And sorrow hangeth over all 
That dwelling of the dead. 

The children all together cower 
And whisper 'neath their breath : 

Their young hearts quail before the power 
Of the grim presence, Death. 

And in yon chamber, where the dead 

Lies in its shroud of snow, 
A rain of bitter grief is shed 

Upon its pallid brow. 

Mow, bootless tears from streaming eyes ! 

Break ! hearts with griefs excess : 
Nought can bring back the dead that lies 

So cold and passionless. 
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O fair romantic home is mine ; 

No rural choice retreat, 
Upon whose walls the spreading vine, 
And blushing rose and eglantine, 
In sweet confusion meet. 



There is no gently murmuring stream, 

No cool and quiet grot. 
Where from the Summer noon-tide beam, 
Enraptured I can sit and dream 

Upon my blessed lot. 

No neighbouring wood or sylvan grove 

Where purling fountains play, 
And gay light-footed fairies rove, 
And the mavis murmurs to his love 
Through the long Summer day. 
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My HOME, 

No pleasant garden where the bees 

Eejoice among the flowers ; 
No bowered house amid the trees, 
Where I can sit and take mine ease 

And wile away the hours. 

No menials wait upon my word, 

No viands choice and rare 
Are found upon my frugal board : 
Nor cellar with rich vintage stored 

Have I with friends to share. 

No fulsome flatterers have I 

To laud with empty breath, 
To creep, and cringe, and fawn, and lie ; 
Nor greedy heirs, impatiently 

Expectant of my death. 

A cottage, humblest of its kind, 

In a straightened thoroughfare, 
"With walls before and walls behind. 
And narrow slips of sunshine find 
Infrequent access there. 
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The tajrdy morning slowly crawls 

Into the narrow lane ; 
With a belated look it fidls 
Upon the sombre, sullen walls, 

And dies in gloom again. 

Tet there the angel Poesy 
Doth sometimes deign to come, 

And make a short abode with me — 

A lowly son of industry : 
And then my humble home 

Seems to my vision wondrous fair ; 

And while the heavenly guest, 
"With too brief visit, lingers there. 
My life is lightened of its care, 

And peace pervades my breast. 

Fair angel ! Poesy divine ! 

Thou bringest joys past telling 
To those who worship at thy shrine : 
Oh ! stay ; and with thy smile benign 

For ever bless my dwelling. 
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GAIN from the chamber window 

The taper shines to-night, 
And flings athwart the darkness 
A feeble, ghastly light. 



Since first I saw its glimmer, 
The weeks have come and gone ; 

And weary have grown the watchers, 
And the sufferer deathly wan. 

Each evening past the window 
I have walked with footsteps slow, 

And sadly watched the shadows 
As they flitted to and fro. 

But on the curtained casement 
To-night no shadows fall ; 

And I know that one is sleeping 
The sleep that waits us all. 
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HEN the weary day hath taken its flight, 
And begin to fall the shadows of night, 
The lampUghter tirims his glimmering 
light. 



With ladder on shoulder, the crowd among, 
Nimble of foot he trippeth along. 
Threading his way through the busy throng. 

Light flashes to being at his command, 
And the touch of his black and grimy hand, 
More potent is than enchanter's wand. 

Down the long thoroughfares, open and wide, 
He breasteth his way through the human tide, 
And illumines the pathway on either side. 

Bound his ladder the urchins gather about, 
And as the bright ruddy flame leaps out. 
Welcome the flash with a ringing shout. 

So 



THE LAMPLIGHTEk. 

The glittering sheen of a hundred lamps 
Spring up in his wake, as he swiftly tramps 
Through the muddy streets in the evening damps. 

Dark villainous courts and alleys drear 
He lights with a ray as calm and clear 
As shines on the mansion standing near. 

He illumines the doors of the gambler's " hell *'— 

The portals that lead to the felon's cell — 

The threshold where vice and temptation dwell. 

The way that leads to the calm retreat 
"Where devotion turns with how willing feet, 
And Q-od with his creatures deigns to meet. 

He trims his lamp on the workhouse wall. 
And lights it in front of the lordly hall, 
"Where the titled and great hold festival. 

He mounts the bridge's high balustrade, 
"Where poor wretches beyond all human aid, 
In the river's deep bosom their woes have laid. 

Gin's palace he lights with a vulgar glare — 
How the numerous burners flaunt and flare, 
Like a ghastly smile on the face of care. 



THE LAMPLIGHTER, 

Short is his sleep, for ere morning breaks 
About the city his way he takes, 
Before the slumbering world awakes. 

Ere Pleasure hath left her gilded halls, 
Ere Labour her million children calls, 
Quenching the lamps on pillars and walls, 
Till again the shadow of evening falls. 
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^"fyt d^mi^etman'i) Saugi^ter. 



HE fisherman's only daughter 

Sits on the rugged cliff, 

And looks out on the water 

For his returning skiff. 



The stormy night is coming, 

Freshens the rising gale ; 
Still she peereth through the gloaming 

For her father's little sail. 

Through the midnight dark and dreary, 

Till broke the morning wild. 
All sorrowing and Weary 

"Watched the poor sobbing child. 

Let the black tempest gather — 

Q-o, maiden, to thy bed ; 
Thou shalt never see thy father 

Till the sea gives up its dead. 
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The firm of /. M, Singers &^.Co. is a celebrated Establish^ 
nientfor the Manufacture of Sewing Machines^ extensively used 
in the Shoe Uppers trade, 

OTJND and round, with monotonous sound, 
Till rattle the windows, and shakes the 
ground, 

Till the roof resounds, and the rafters ring 
With the noisy chorus the " Singers " sing. 

With the opening day their songs begin — 
Clatter, and clamour, and toil, and din — 
Tou can scarcely hear your fellow speak — 
Prom day to day, and from week to week. 

By the mid-day sun ^nd the evening lamp, 
Eeel and bobbin, and treadle and clamp, 
Clamp and treadle, and bobbin and reel. 
Of iron or brass, or polished steel, 



THE SINGERS. 

Eevolving round in their hempen bands, 
Doing the work of a hundred hands ; 
While each shuttle is running its lightning race, 
Like a prisoned slave, in its iron case. 

To the foot responds each ready wheel, 
As bounds the steed 'neath its rider's heel ; 
Only a touch, they are still again, 
As a horse obeys the bridle rein. 

Nought comes amiss to the " Singers " brave : 
They will toil for lordling, serf, or slave ; 
Stitching with needles sharp and fleet. 
The bridal dress or the winding sheet ; 

The broadcloth coat of the wealthy 'Squire, 
The peasant's garb, or the king's attire. 
The raiment worn at the festival. 
The pall of the pauper's funeral ; 

The judge's robe, and the felon's dress. 
The garments of youth and loveliness. 
The parson's vestments, the scholar's gown, 
The homely smock of the rustic clown ; 

The shoon on the maiden's pretty feet. 
As she daintily trippeth along the street, 
By the merry slaves were deftly wrought ; 
And a thousand things beyond my thought. 
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THE SINGERS, 

A hasty meal, and once more to toil ; 
Brief lialt, and again the wild turmoil : 
A machine like them, though not of steel. 
But with brain to think, and a heart to feel. 

Perhaps your heart may no music own 
In their rustling, restless monotone ; 
To your ear their voices may sweetness want. 
And the songs they sing seem dissonant. 

But to me there is harmony in their song. 
As they clatter, and spin, and speed along : 
You may deem them harsh, but their notes to me 
Are sweet as the softest minstrelsy ; 

Eor why ? Beause in their every turn 

Is a little bit of the bread we earn ; 

And the loaf would be small, and the hearthstone 

chiU, 
If the lays of the " Singers " were hushed and still. 

Bound and round, with monotonous sound. 
Till rattle the windows, and shakes the ground, 
Till the roof resounds, and the rafters ring 
"With the noisy chorus the " Singers " sing. 
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^t tmtv %iU. 

ACH has a secret self— an inner life 

Of hopes and fears, 
High aspirations, doubtings, calm, and 
strife, 

And joys, and tears. 



No eye but Q-od's within the veil can look : 

Unto the world 
The human heart is an unopened book — 

A banner furled. 

A mighty ocean, to whose lowest deeps 

"We cannot see — 
A secret treasury, of which heaven keeps 

The master key. 

An unsolved, awful mystery sublime, 

Ne'er understood — 
A battle-field, where virtue strives with crime — 

Evil with good. 
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iNNER LIFE. 

The angels of our kind and adverse fate 

Are marshalled there : 
Light grappling with grim darkness — love with 
hate — 

Hope with despair. 

None ever pass the secret inner door 

That guards the heart : 
It is a crypt ourselves cannot explore 

In every part. 

We are not as we seem — ^for oft the eye 

Belies the breast ; 
The lips cry " peace " when haggard care is nigh, 

And wild unrest. 

Measure the sunbeams — compass sea and land — 

Creation's plan 
Find out ! — 'Twere easier than to understand 

The heart of man. 
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^t ILorlii of ^WEalSmu 

HEEE was weeping sore, and wailing, 

When they found the gallant Lord — 
The noble Lord of Maiden — 
"With his face upon the sward. 



His face upon the green sward. 
His bloody fingers clenched, 

The dew on his cold forehead, 
And all his garments drenched. 

All drenched his fair apparel, 
All red the clammy ground ; 

Oh ! ghastly were his features. 
Oh ! fatal was the wound. 

Oh ! cruel wound, and fatal. 
That pierced the gallant breast 

Of the noble Lord of Maiden, 
And sent him to his rest — 

To the sleep that knows no waking, 
Li the pride of manhood's prime ; 

And another Lord of Maiden 
Knew beat who did the crime. 
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HEEE is the daisy's home ? 
Everywhere ! 
It decks the village green, 
And blooms in nooks unseen, 
Without our care, 
Everywhere. 



It lifts its homely head 

In the path 
"Where sceptred monarchs pass ; 
And 'mid the dusty grass 

Of the common path 

A home it hath. 

To the tall mountain side 

It clingeth fast ; 
And blossoms on the plain, 
Amid the summer rain. 

Pouring fast ; 

And autumn's blast. 
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THE DAISY^S liOMM. 

Beneath keen wintry skies, 

Covered withXe 
I've gathered it ere now, 
"With the frost upon its brow, 
And the sHver rime, 
In the winter time. 
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^ftt Vwltt. 

HEEE looks the violet best ? 

On the breast 
Of a happy youth in spring, 
"When the sweet wild vallies ring 
With the gushing songs 
Of gladsome tongues, 
In the happy, early Spring. 

Where seems it the most fair ? 
In the hair 

Of a fair and blushing bride, 

As she standeth in her pride 
In bridal dress. 
And the people bless 

The fair and blushing bride. 

Where its best perfume shed ? 
Where the dead, 

Q-athered into death's fold. 

Slumber beneath the mould, 
And the wind moans 
Bound the grey stones 

Of the sleepers in death's fold. 
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THE VIOLET, 

Hast seen it in a wreath, 
When beneath 

The glance of a blue-eyed child 

Shone out, and his laughter wild 
Eang like a bell, 
*Till the sounding dell 

Answered the laughing child ? 

Down in its native vale. 

Where the gale 
Bocks it each night to sleep ; 
And where warm sunbeams creep 

At break of day, 
And the throstle's lay 
Wakes it from gentle sleep. 

There while the lark's glad song 

Eloats along 
And fills all heaven's expanse, 
And the young leaflets dance ; 

Unplucked, unpressed. 

It looks the best 
]}eneath the blue expanse* 
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Among ftft <Krab^i$« 

HE dead, how calm they rest ! how sound 
their sleep ! 

TJnvexed they lie : 
They reck not of the bootless tears we 
weep — 

The sighs we sigh, 



Their upturned faces, passionless and cold. 

Smile not nor frown 
"When virtue lauds their fame, or censure bold 

"Would tread it down. 

The grasping tyrant who on other's wrongs 

Fed full his purse, 
Feels not the venom of his victims' tongues — 

Heeds not their curse. 

Such is our fate ! the years shall come and go 

In endless round, 
And we shall be like those who rest below — 

Our sleep as sound. 

96 




LOW dies the day, and the long shadows 
faU; 

The silent hosts 
Of flitting ghosts 
Beset my steps like spectres gaunt and 
tall. 



My life is waning, and across my way, 

Like a black pall. 

The shadows fall 
Deeper and deeper round my closing day. 

The dawn shall break, and nature's shadows flee 

In spectral train ; 

But ne'er again 
Shall night depart, and mom return to me* 
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ITTLE things together joining, 



Day by day fresh power gain ; 
"Weakest agencies combining, 
To a mighty strength attain. 



The stupendous works of Nature 
Are made up of smallest things ; 

Prom creation's every feature 
Unity and beauty springs. 

Single drops make sparkling fountains, 
Welling ever day and night ; 

Wedded atoms build up mountains, 
In their majesty and might. 

Sweeping, crashing avalanches, 
Bearing death to those below — 



In whose frown the visage blanches — 
Are united flakes of snow. 
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SMALL THINGS, 

Yonder broad and flowing river, 
Boiling grandly on its course, 

Where the sunbeams dance and quiver- 
Owns a streamlet for its source. 

Ever through God's fair creation 

It is palpable and plain 
That a wondrous adaptation 

Bunneth like a golden chain. 

Te who would a name inherifc 
Take the lesson Nature brings : 

Te must rise by patient merit- 
Not despising smallest things. 
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AGES incessant the wild storm without ; 
And the fierce blast 
As it rushes past 
Bends the black darkness with a savage shout. 

Anon it murmurs with complaining sound 

Around the eaves ; 

And the dying leaves, 
Like beaten fugitives, bestrew the ground. 

The stars looked down, then pale and trembling fled : 

Athwart the night 

No gleams of light 
IVom moon or stars a welcome radiance shed. 

The crazy casement rattles moui*nfully 

Beneath its poweH 

Hour after hoitf 
Witii the same restless, dull monotdHyi 
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THE STORM, 

Througb the black night at last comes down the 
rain; 

Q-ather the clouds 
In spectral crowds, 
As beat the big drops on the window-pane. 

To hollow meanings fall its ravings wild \ 

And the spent blast 

Dieth at last. 
Sobbing itself to rest as a tired child. 

A wilder tempest rages in my soul ! 

Blasts keen as death, 

"With icy breath, 
Through my lorn bosom sweep without control. 

High aspirations nipt by killing frost ; 

Youth's T^ions fiur 

Lie withered there, 
Scentless and sere, their spring-tide promise lost. 

Hope's stars are quenched — ^the gathering shadows 
loom; 

And my dark path 

No outlet hath 
Through the thick mazes of the deepening ^<^<:^ia2c. 

lOX 



THE STORM. 

Trembles my heart as the wild storm within, 

With fierce unrest, 

Beats at my breast, 
Backing my bosom with tumultuous din. 

Cometh the rain at last — ^refreshing balm ! 

The big drops start 

From the full heart, 
And the mad tempest dieth to a calm. 

Close, weary eyes ! no longer vigils keep : 

Sorrow-oppressed, 

I welcome rest 
As a tired child, and sob myself to sleep. 
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T love IS not an angel fair, 
Adorned with every grace ; 
She hath not charms beyond compare, 
Nor yet a matchless face. 



Her's are not lips where underneath 

A thousand Cupids lie ; 
Nor waving curls, nor pearly teeth. 

Nor a black flashing eye. 

She has not a majestic gait. 
And faultless symmetry ; 

Not bom to rank and high estate, 
Nor blest with wealth is she. 

My love is now three score and ten, 
And some odd years beside ; 

But unto me she is as when 
I brought her home a bride. 
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THE OLD MAN'S LOVE, 

They say that she was fairer then. 
Ere age and wrinkles came ; 

Well, very like ! — ^to my poor ken 
She always seenw the same. 

I have not much to live for now-^ 
I'm worn out, old, and grey ; 

If death should lay the good wife low, 
I would not care to stay. 
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OME call thee wine a demon vile — 

Fount of iniquity ! 
Why let them rail ! — I only smile, 
And bless and welcome thee. 



I reckon thee among my friends, 
And greet thee as a guest — 

A cheering comforter that lends 
To life a keener zest. 

Thy ruddy, beaming countenance 
Can smooth the furrowed brow ; 

The magic of thy sparkling glance 
Hath kindled mine ere now. 

They call thee false, who, their own foes. 

Their self-sought folly rue : 
Thou art no traitor unto those 

Who to themselves are true. 
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TO WINE, 

Wine is a gift that we dhould prize, 
And use the boon aright : 

Not in the cup the evil lies, 
But in the appetite. 

The fire will bum, the water drown, 
The tempest have its will, 

And tear the forest monarch down — 
But they are blessings still. 





eux Sivnt4i0Xtiu 

E died— our little baby boy, 

When scarce a twelvemonth old- 
A lamb untouched by sin's alloy, 
Gathered into the fold. 



Ah, me ! the burthen of that woe 
Seemed more than we could bear ; 

We wept till tears refused to flow, 
And grief turned to despair. 

He was the first and only one 
That crowned our wedded bliss ; 

And we have mourned our little son 
From that sad hour to this. 

My wife and I are old and grey, 
And years on years have fled ; 

But oft it seems but yesterday 
Our darling child lay dead. 
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OUR FIRST-BORN. 

The solemn beauty — ^half divine — 

That rested on his brow, 
Where death had set his awful sign, 

Is present to us now. 

We've learnt to think upon our boy 

As a treasure laid in store, 
Where thieves break through not, nor destroy, 

And des^th molests no morot 
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CRT of grief— a wail of bitter woe 
Eose up to heaven upon the troubled air : 
Louder and louder grew the wild lament, 
Until its awful burthen filled the earth. 
It was Columbia weeping for her Chief: 
Her heart nigh broke, her head bowed to the dust, 
Her garments rent, her loins with sackcloth girt ; 
Sobbing and moaning — ^hopeless, comfortless ! 

Not aU her sorrows can avail her now — 
Death holds her hero in his icy grasp. 

Murder and treason are but feeble words 
To name so foul a crime — so black a deed 
As that which slew the great and Eederal Head. 

The world shall point with loathing at the name 
And time accumulate opprobrium. 
Lips yet unborn shall curse the memory 
Of the assassin — ^vilest of the vile ! 

But round the honored dust of him who fell 
A victim to the sacred cause of right, 
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THE LAMENT, 

Pilgrims from every nation under heaven 
Shall gather, and drop silent, holy tears. 
History shall chronicle his honest worth 
In her proud annals, side by side with those 
"Who dared and died for truth and liberty ! 

Bury the hero ! toll the muffled bells ! 
His mourners are the millions of the world. 
Cast at his feet the fetters of the slave. 
Broken to pieces in his giant grip. 
Seal the dark portals of his sepulchre 
"With reverent hands, and leave him to his rest. 
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ONE from this dark world of sadness 

To the land of light and rest, 
Where the beauty of heaven's gladness 
Warmeth, filleth every breast. 



Gone where malice cannot reach thee, 
Nor the guile of evil tongues ; 

Kindred spirits there shall teach thee 
Heavenly airs and angel-songs. 

Gone from such a load of sorrow 

As to mortal seldom falls ; 
"Where thou art, no dark to-morrow 

E'er may shadow those bright walls. 

Gone from our poor love and pity. 
From all care to joys imtold — 

To the everlasting city. 
And the glittering streets of gold. 
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COME. 

G-one within the holy portals, 

"Where there dwells no unclean thing, 
And the songs of the immortals 

Through the God-built mansions ring. 

Gone ! the earthly fetters riven, 

And thy spirit, free as air, 
Basketh in the light of heaven, 

And the glory that is there. 
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E OUT motto " onward ever !" 

Earth is not a place of rest, 
But a field of high endeavour 
Por each honest manly breast. 



Who, in such a world of sorrow, 
Would sit down with folded hands. 

Idly waiting for to-morrow. 
Wasting time's swift-running sands ? 

tip ! to-morrow is a stranger 
That may never show his face ; 

In delay is nought but danger ; 
Trifling is supine and base. 

There aj*e hearts around thee aching^ 
Souls to be with comfort fed — 
Spirits that are well nigh breaking — 
Bosoms to be nourished ; — 

in 
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Those that need but loving kindness 
To deter from further sin ; 

Others, in their moral blindness, 
To the very brutes akin. 

In the city's hidden byeways, 
Where a thousand evils lurk ; 

In the broad and busy highways 
There is noble Christian work. 

In the devil's drinking palace, 
Where each palsied victim sips 

Poison from the deadly chalice 
With hot, fever-parched lips — 

In the haunts of vice and folly — 
In the dens of secret sin — 

Amid sights and scenes unholy, 
We may deathless laurels win. 

To the conflict ! "Gtod will aid us ! 

Let us not stand idly by ; 
For the love of Him who made us— 

Onward ! let us do or die ! 
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HAT a strange mixture of the good and 

bad 
Are joined together in the creature man ! 
How great is he, and yet how little, too ; 
How strong — alas ! how weak and impotent ; 
How high his aspirations — yet how low 
And grovelling are his uncurbed desires. 
His intellect can cope with mighty things :— 
Pluck knowledge from the stars, and dig out truth 
Prom the foundations of the solid earth ; 
Eoam 'mid the planets, and, with God-like power, 
Compass their magnitude, and demonstrate 
The changeless laws that guide them on their 

course ; 
Wrest from the deep its secrets, and impress 
The red-winged lightning for his messenger ; 
Bavish the ears with echoes catched from heaven, 
Or charm the soul with poesy divine. 
He is a compound of heaven, earth, and hell ; 
And in his breast contend tumultuous, 
The enemies of good, the foes of ill, 
Angelic virtues clash with deadly sin 
Upon that awful theatre, the heart. 




USY memory to-day 

Marshalletli her spectral train ; 
And the present dies away, 
As the years are bom again. 

Solemn, ghastly forms arise 

Down the vistas of the past, 
aazing with sweet aagel eyes, 

Or reproachful glances cast. 

Earthly faces grown divine 

In the light that is above ; 
Hands of air outstretched to mine, 

Lips that seem to whisper " love.'* 

Buried loves and ancient friends 

O'er my vision flit and steal, 
As in dreams the fancy blends 

Beality and things unreal 



MEMORY'S REVJEIV, 

Fond words spoken long agone, 
Days of soi*ow, nights of pain, 

Features paling, deathly wan, 
All come trooping back again. 

Though our soul's beloved die 
To the world and mortal ken, 

Memory, with inner eye. 
Looks on their dear faces then. 
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HE bells are ringing merrily 

From Alton's tower to-day ; 
And pretty Katie of tlie mill 
Is a happy bride they say. 



Tet scarce a twelvemonth o'er her head 
Its fleeting days hath rolled, 

Since Willie went to seek for wealth 
Unto the land of gold. 

" Ah, me !" she cried, in bitter tears. 
As she sobbed a last farewell, 

" I'll wed no other one but thee, 
Tor I love my "Willie well." 

But hark ! the bells from Alton's tower 

Are ringing out amain : 
Oh ! who will faithful Willie greet 

When he comes back again. 
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HEY told me thou wouldst slight me, 

And that my lowly home 
"Would soon no more delight thee, 
In the days that were to come. 



They said thy youth and beauty 
Would be to thee a snare, 

To lure thee from thy duty, 
And bring me only care. 

They hinted that the passion 
That warmed thy woman's breast 

Was fickle as a fashion. 
Or transient at best. 



ey said my life's fair morning 

Was fled, and days of youth ; 

And spake with words of warning 

Of thy constancy and truth. 

* 
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TO MY WIFE, 

That when the snows of winter 

Should fall upon my life, 
Or if want our home should enter, 

It would change my youthful wife. 

Their doubting souls awaken 
No kindred fears in mine ; 
My faith was never shaken 

"With e'er a doubt of thine. 

« 

The bygone days of sorrow 

Ne'er shook thy loyalty ; 
And come fair or black to-morrow, 

I welcome it with thee. 
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E were merry sisters three, 

Lizzie, I, and Isabel, 
Full of life, and mirth, and glee, 
Happier than tongue could tell. 



Father toiled upon the deep 
In his little fisher's bark, — 

While we all were fast asleep — 
In the midnight cold and dark. 

Till upon our rocky coast 

Broke the storm with angry frown ; 
Father he was wrecked and lost, 

And his little bark went down. 

Sorrow wrinkled mother's brow. 
And death's shadow on her fell : 

We are orphan sisterslnow, 
Lizzie, I, and Isabel. 
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LD hoary Christmas stands without ! — 

WelcLetheBtraagerin; 
G-reet him with gladness, song, and shout, 
And meny, joyous din. 



The breath of night Is on his brow. 
And on his beard the rime ; 

Yet his kindly eyes with pleasure glow. 
As rings the midnight chime. 

Let all do honor unto him ; 

Belk peal from tower and spire, 
Pill the deep measure to the brim, 

Pile up, the blazing fire. 

Pluck the green yew and ivy bough, 
And the berries blushing red. 

Hang up the ancient misletoe, 
And let the feast be spread. 



A CHRISTMAS CAROL 

Gather around the ingle side, 
Bich, poor, and young, and old ; 

Open the Christmas volume wide- 
Let tales be read and told. 

Bring out the music, troU the song, 
G-ive back each kindling glance, 

Trip it with lissom step along. 
In the enlivening dance. 

Join in the games, till rafters shake 
With joy, and mirth, and glee ; 

Pour out the wine, send round the cake, 
Eat, drink, and merry be ; 

Por Christmas comes not every day ; 

Then wreatTie his honored brow — 
Enjoy the moments while you may, 

For life has cares enow : 

Besides, he may not come again. 

My friend, to you and me ; 
Then surely it were worse than vain 

To pass him heedlessly. 
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HEEE is Uttle NeUy Lea, 
With her auburn tresses P 
She was once a joy to me, 
With her glad caresses. 



Many years have come and gone 
Since the time I met her ; 

She must be a woman grown. 
And I should forget her. 

" Nelly Lea," the gossip said, 

Her sad fate recalling — 
" She has been a twelvemonth dead "- 

And her tears were falling. 

Then I heard the old, old tale, 

Told, alas ! too often ; 
And I felt my manhood £Edl, 

And my bosom soften, 
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melly lea. 

As I heard how pretty Nell — 
Too confiding maiden — 

Loved not wisely, but too well ; 
Till with grief o'erladen 

At the bittjDr words of shame 
That were freely spoken — 

At the blight upon her name. 
Her young heart was broken. 




US 




I 



NTLE maiden, self-deceiver, 

Charms nor blandishments of thine — 
Though it grieves me sore to tell thee — 

E'er can touch this heart of mine. 



I can love thee as a sister. 
Prize thee as a bosom friend ; 

And when evil tongues would wrong thee. 
Thy good name and fame defend. 

Thou hast deemed me cold and callous, 

Yet believe me 'tis not so ; 
And I would, to see thee happy, 

Suffer much, and much forego. 

I will cherish and esteem thee 

In all honor while I live ; 
But the love thy spirit covets 

Mine can never, never give. 
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^* And ail the waters were turned into blood,^^ 

E turned their healthful waters into blood, 
l^e spreading lakes, the rivers clear and 
cool, 

The sparkling brooklet, the deep-standing pool, 
Each changed into a gory, turgid flood. 
Congealed to clots and festered where they stood. 
Cisterns and wells to the same crimson hue 
"Were in an instant turned, and everywhere 
Blood met the terrified Egyptians' view. 
As from a thousand springs it issued forth. 
A noisome stench pervaded all the air 
As the vile streams their turgid burthens bare. 
Eamished and maddened with unwonted thirst, 
They dug for water, but the smitten earth 
Unto its very centre seemed accurst, 
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SCRIPTURAL SONNETS. 



^^ And the frogs cante up and covered the land of EgyptJ'^ 




VEE all Egypt, at the Lord's command, 
Myriads of frogs innumerable spread. 
In Pharaoh's palace, even on his bed. 
The reptiles came, and covered all the land. 
Below, above, they grew on every hand ; 
Crouched hideous on the house-top overhead ; 
Croaked in the hut, leaped in the mansion grand ; 
Crept o'er the quick, and crawled above the dead. 
The waters were alive with loathsome swarms : 
Prom kneading-troughs, and in each busy street 
They sprang at every step, till the loth feet 
Eeluctant fell on their repulsive forms. 
The stricken people from the judgment shrank 
In shuddering horror, and the whole land stank. 
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*'AU the dust of the land becanu lue^ " The land was 
corrupted by reason of swarms of flies, ^^ 

G-AIN on Egypt fell the chastening rod ; 

Judgment on judgment swift and terrible ; 

The measure of her woes was not yet full, 
What shall appease an oft-offended GK)d P 
Again He spreads His mighty hand abroad, 
And every atom of the dust impregned 
With insect life, and straight the air was filled 
With flies and lice (for so the Almighty willed). 
On every breeze arose a living cloud, 
Nor prison bars nor palace boundary screened. 
The land was filled with the vast noxious crowd 
Of hateful things, and Egypt wept aloud. 
But not on Goshen's land God's anger fell. 
Among the chosen pnes of Israel. 
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" There was a very grevious murrain, and all the cattle of 

Egypt died:' 

piLL would the King not hearken to the 
words 
By Moses sent, and impiously reAised 
High Heaven's demand, and proffered grace 

abused. 
Then was the great Jehovah sore displeased, 
And on all Egypt's countless flocks and herds, 
And beasts of toil, a grievous murrain seized. 
The camel fell beneath its wonted load ; 
The patient ass dropt helpless by the way ; 
The priceless. steeds that Pharaoh's horsemen rode 
No longer breathed out the defiant neigh. 
But in their stalls dying and dead they lay, 
The subtle poison through their blood diffused. 
The writhing cattle died with racking pains, 
And stricken flocks bestrewed the tainted plains. 
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**A M breaking forth with biaim on man and beast, ^^ 




ET Pharaoh's stubborn heart was hardened 

stffl, 
Nor would he let the captive people go ; 
But Gl^od resolved His miracles to show, 
Bend the stem rebel to his sovereign will, 
And His eternal purposes fulfil. 
Blotches and blains He rained on man and beast — 
A balefiil malady, consuming slow. 
Hushed was all joy, the voice of gladness ceased, 
And the doomed land groaned prostrate 'neath its 

woe. 
The cheek of beauty lost its healthful glow ; 
The cattle died by thousands where they lay, 
And on their carcases the vultures fed. 
While wretched man, more abject yet than they, 
Cursed his sad &te, and wished that he were dead. 
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'' And the Lard sent thunder and haU^ and the fire ran 

along upon the ground^ 

HE lowering heavens unusual storm 

presage ; 
The tempest spreads its banner o'er the 
sky; 
Storm-laden clouds, huge magazines of wrath. 
Throng to the standard, darkening day's fair path. 
The distant thunder mutters its deep rage. 
And on th' horizon storms with storms engage. 
Peal unto peal now gives a quick reply, 
As the recurrent lightnings flash and fly. 
In jagged blocks of ice the hail comes down. 
And hurtles through the air with horrid sound. 
Such grievous hail before was never known, 
Spreading dismay and devastation round : 
Incessant rage, amid confusion dire. 
Lightning and thunder, hail, and sulphurous fire. 
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" And the locusts went up over all the land of Egypt,^* 

CABCE has the hail departed &om his 

coasts, 
When Pharaoh's heart grows harder than 

before ; 
And the proud heathen monarch vainly boasts, 
Out of the depths of his rebellious heart, 
That the long-sufiering tribes shall not depart, 
And lays upon them tasks and burthens sore. 
The mighty east wind then began to roar 
Terrific, and vast countless hungry hosts 
Of locusts came, borne upon lightning wing. 
Dark grew the heavens, the sky was hid from 

sight : 
They spread abroad and ate up each green thing, 
And one wild ruin marked their awful flight. 
Of Nature's charms was Egypt clean bereft. 
Nor herb, nor shrub, nor grass, nor flower was left. 
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** There was a thick darkness in aUthe land of Egypt^ 

lEILING- the sky, clouds ominous and 

black, 
Curtain the heavens like a vast sombre 

paU; 
Deeper and darker the thick shadows fally 
As if primeval chaos had come back. 
Painter and dimmer grows the sun's bright track, 
Till one dread awM shadow covers all. 
Silent they sit in that dense utter gloom, 
As the long weary hours creep slowly round, 
'Mid darkness palpable and more profound 
Than ever draperied the darkest tomb. 
Thrice rose the sun and ran its heavenly race. 
Blessing all lands save Egypt with its light. 
Ere from her borders fled that horrid night. 
Or day returned, and man rose from his place. 



136 



SCRIPTURAL SONNETS. 



" There vm a great cry in Egypt, for there was not a 
house where there was not one dead,^^ 




ET one more judgment, and the stubborn 

neck 
Of impious, hardened Pharaoh shall be 

bowed, 
And his vain glorying shall suffer wreck. 
A voice of woe and lamentation loud 
Eings sudden out, and pierces night's duU ear. 
Deep horror seizes aU, and mighty fear 
Fills every breast and blanches every cheek. 
Each in his feUow's face his own dismay 
Beads, ere the bloodless, quivering lips can speak. 
Grief-smitten groups the streets in terror crowd, 
Or to their heathen temples throng to pray, 
And vainly there for aid and succour- seek. 
Death held that night a horrid carnival, 
And one great maddening woe laid prostrate all. 
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** There was a great cry in Egypt^ for there was not a home 
where there was not one dead,'*^ 

OB while the Egyptians all unconscioiiB 

slept, 
At night's dim noon, when silence reigned 

supreme, 
While the great stars their holy vigils kept. 
And Egypt lay as in a peaceful dream, 
Over the land a chilling shadow crept — 
It was the awful passover of death. 
Affrighted nature shuddering held her breath 
As o'er her breast the dreadful angel swept. 
Upon his course the messenger divine 
Sped on swift pinions, and ere broke the mom. 
In cot and palace left his awful sign. 
And slew in sleep all first of woman bom. 
Meek pity stood aghast, hope trembling fled, 
And left to grief the country of the dead. 
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The ^^ sleep of the labotiring man is sweei,^* 

HE slumber of the labourer is sweet ; 
Peace draws the curtaiixs of his lowly 
bed, 

And dreamless sleep doth its soft influence shed. 
Weary with lengthened toil, yet not distressed, 
He passes gently to the land of rest. 
Meek silence guards his couch with muffled tread ; 
Spirits keep watch around with noiseless feet, 
And over him their downy pinions spread. 
He goeth forth to toil at opening day, 
While the big dew-drops tremble on the thorn, 
And afi the lark mounts from the springing com, 
Joins his rude numbers with its peerless lay. 
Blest is the sleep that honest labour brings. 
Sweeter than waits around the beds of kings. 
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** The voice of the Lord is full of majesty?^ 

|HT voice, Lord, is fully of majeBty : 
It echoes through the heavens and fills 
the earth ; 

The mountains tremble when Thou send'st it forth 
In mighty thunderings over land and sea. 
Thou givest to the winds their awful speech. 
And to the ocean its terrific roar, 
As the big waves break on the sounding beach, 
And dash themselves to pieces on the shore. 
The forest hears Thee, and bows lowly down 
"With reverent worship as Thou passest by. 
Thou callest, and the stars march up the sky 
Obedient, and thy dread mandate own. 
Creation to her centre knows it weU : 
It rules in heaven and earth, and troubleth hell. 
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^^ Blessed is he thai coftsidereth the poor, ^* 

LESSED is he, who, rich in this world's 
store. 
Shuts not his bowels to a brother's need ; 
Who acts with charity in word and deed, 
And Inimeth not his back upon the poor, 
Nor on the wretched heartless shuts his door, 
But unto their complaints gives gracious heed ; 
Gk)d shall reward him with a righteous meed. 
And bless tenfold his basket and his store. 
When Christ incarnate among sinners dwelt, 
To accomplish heaven's high purposes and ends, 
He loved the poor, and chose them for his friends, 
Ate at their boards, and by their couches knelt. 
If thou art rich, yet aid'st not the distrest. 
The love of God dwells not within thy breast. 
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** Mine age is as ttothing before Tkee,^* 




INE age, Lord, as nothing is to Thee : 
The speeding years that make the life of 
man 

Are but as fleeting shadows, a brief space, 
Or as a drop of water to the sea, 
To thee, who livest from eternity. 
I am an atom in creation's plan : 
Its Maker, Thou, whose searching eye can -scan 
All that has been, or is, or that shall be. 
When man was not, " ancient of days" wert thoui 
And firmly fixt thine everlasting throne 
Ere seraph sang or angel heaven had known, 
Unchanged, unchangeable, " God" then, as now. 
Of death the arbiter, of life the giver. 
The same to-day, to-morrow, and for ever. 




SCRIPTURAL SONNETS, 




** The heaveits declare the glory of Co(V^ 

|HT glory, Lord, the wide-spread heavens 

declare : 

'Tis written there as in a mighty scroll, 

In blazoned characters &om pole to pole : 

The breast of night, the brow of morning fair, 

And noon's bright countenance thine impress wear; 

The world's great sun owns thy supreme control ; 

The myriad stars, the planets as they roll. 

Prom thee alone a borrowed glory wear ; 

Each little star a world (o'er-powering thought !) 

Set in the firmament of boundless space, 

Eevolving round in its appointed place ; 

A universe of good, from nothing brought — 

Thought tires, God ! in climbing after thee, 

< 

]Jost in the height of heaven's immensity. 
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" And the city was pure goW^ 

H ! for a glimpse within the pearly gates 
Of that fair city seen by him of old ; 
Where the blest harpers strike their harps 
of gold 
To heavenly harmonies divinely sweet ; 
The holy walls all dazzling to behold, 
Builded of many a priceless, precious stone — 
Pure gems without a blemish or defect, 
Polished and laid by the Great Architect. 
Of purest gold each unpolluted street, 
Blazing with light and glory all untold. 
Th' immortal host that in God*s presence waits, 
The seraphs veiled before the great white throne, 
The firmament that needs nor sun nor moon, 
Q-od's love its light — His smile its endless noon, 
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^^ Blessed is the ntan that £ndureth temptation,^* 

LESSED the man whose feet are planted 

fast — 
Who stands immoveable on Virtue's rock, 
Who can resist temptation's sudden shock ; 
Biding at anchor till the storm is past ; 
Calm when its meshes are around him cast : 
Who heeds not when the syren tempter smiles, 
Nor falls a prey to her insiduous wiles ; 
Pears not when worldlings sneer or scoffers mock ; 
Though flatterers laud, their praise corrupts him 

not; 
No fortune his integrity beguiles : 
Is stem adversity his bitter lot ? — 
He bears his burthen, nobly to the last ; 
He knows 'tis good to suffer and endure, 
And hopeful waits, for his reward is sure. 
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SCRIPTURAL SONNETS, 




" The Icveof numey is the root of all evilJ" 

T is the lust for gold, not gold itself. 
That is the root from which aU eyil 
springs ; 

The souPs idolatry to wealth that brings 
A multitude of curses in its train : 
When man gives his best energies to gain — 
Shuts from his heart all better, nobler things, 
And day by day closer to Mammon clings, 
Till honest thrift degenerates to pelf. 
'Tis then the blessing, gold, becomes a snare — 
The root of evil, from whose fibres grow 
The tree of misery, whose branches bear 
The bitter fruits of wretchedness and woe. 
Strive with all diligence to fill thy purse — 
But honestly, lest it should prove thy curse. 
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" Am I my brothet^s keeper ?" 

ES, if thy brother's weakness is his snare, 
And he is prone to wandering astray, 
With fro ward feet turning to his own 
way- 
Then it is thine, with all a brother's care. 
To warn, exhort, implore, forgive, forbear. 
Bringing thy sterner virtues into play, 
And be his guide, his comforter, and stay. 
Mourn o'er his failings, and his weakness spare : 
Poor ruined souls have perished hopelessly, 
Only for lack of some kind helping hand ; 
Thousands of human wrecks that strew life's strand 
Might have been rescued from its treacherous sea. 
Wake from thy lethargy, thoughtless sleeper 1 
Thou art indeed thine erring brother's keeper. 
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^^ Dust thou arty and unto dust thou shall return," 

T is the fiat of Omnipotence 
That man shall to his native dust 
return: 

Humiliating task for pride to learn. 
Wealth is no barrier, beauty no defence, 
Nor doughty deeds nor moral excellence. 
Nor life-long pleadings can exemption earn. 
Changeless as Deity the mandate stem 
Hath stood for ages, and shall stand from hence. 
Where are the mighty ones, the men of old ? 
Honoured and loved, or hated in their time, 
As they were great in virtue or in crime. 
Over whose graves the centuries have rolled ? 
Upon the tombs that hold their names in trust. 
Time, with unerring pen, hath written — " Dust." 
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** In whose fiand is the s<ml of every Imng thing?^ 

THOU, the Arbiter of life and death ; 

The cattle on a thousand hills are thine ; 

The bleating flocks, the herds of lowing 
kine; 
Thine every creature is that draweth breath, 
In air, and earth, and in the floods beneath. 
G-reat are our sins, but, gracious Lord, forgive ; 
Remove in mercy from thy favored land 
This dreadful plague, and bid our cattle live. 
When thou in wrath appearest, who shall stand ? 
Not sinful man ; as stubble in the fire 
He is consumed in Thy righteous ire. 
Or grovels in the dust beneath Thy hand. 
To Thee, this day, unnumbered prayers shall rise ; 
In mercy, Lord, accept the sacrifice. 
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3^e i^isi^tmk 

KEEPING- along the stream with gentle 

force. 
The lighters laden with their dingy freight 
Follow the windings of the river's course ; 
With but a slender rope the well-trained horse 
O'er the smooth pathway moves their cumbrous 

weight : 
Anon they tarry at the water-gate, 
Through which the flood tumbles in murmurs 

hoarse, 
As the rude doors upon their hinges grate. 
In dingy smock and loose-tied crimson scarf, 
The burly boatman at the tiller stands, 
And with stentorian voice bawls his commands : 
Till the long gang lies moored beside the wharf, 
The tethered steed feeds by the towing path. 
Or takes a mouthful from the mower's swath. 
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HEAVY, humid mist envelopes all : 
Through its dense folds the trees like 
phantoms loom ; 
The struggling sun shines feebly through the gloom 
"With ghastly look, his fiery arrows quenched, 
And flitting figures seem like spectres tall ; 
Hovers the robin on the garden wall ; 
The dripping shrubberies, with moisture drenched, 
Lie shivering beneath the misty pall ; 
The gossamer hath turned her silken wheels, 
And hung their tracery with diamond beads : 
A thick, white fog completely hides the meads. 
And all the river's shining bed conceals ; 
The hedgerows drip with a continuous sound. 
And yellow leaves begin to strew the ground. 
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PON the hill that overlooks the town 
The quaint and weather-beaten toll-house 
stands ; 

Behind, the fields, in front the highway brown ; 
A little porch juts out upon the road, 
With loopholes pierced to look both up and down. 
In the barred window of the old abode, 
Where sweet geraniums their perfume shed, 
Stands bottled spruce and squares of gingerbread. 
A slip of garden borrowed years ago 
Prom the Queen's highway for the home demands, 
Grown to a right, and hedged in snugly now, 
Where flowers and fruits, and vegetables grow, 
Flanks the old house ; and like a sentinel 
The toll-bar strides the way, and guards it well. 
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IITHIN the petals of each flower that blows 
A hoard of beauties lie all unrevealed, 
Their rarest, loveliest robes are there 
concealed ; 
They are as yet but in their morning dress — 
These dwellers of the valley, wood, and field : 
God could have shown us all their loveliness, 
But upon man the privilege bestows 
To waken beauty from its long repose : 
The handmaid Art their wardrobes shall unfold, 
(Delightful task !) and open to the view 
The fairy robes of every tint and hue. 
That folded lie within their cups of gold : 
The hidden graces of these gems of earth 
Wait but her gentle hand to lead them forth. 
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RUDDY flush on Morning's forehead 
glows, 

As the uprising sun again returns ; 
Wider it spreads, and the horizon bums 
Brighter and brighter as the red orb throws 
Its slanting beams, and breaks the world's repose ; 
Higher it climbs the sky, and more intense 
The effulgence of the golden orient grows, 
Till one great glory floods its vast expanse. 
The clouds take to themselves fantastic forms, 
Stands out in bold relief the neighbouring spire, 
The distant windows seem a blaze of fire. 
And grateful heat earth's chilly bosom warms. 
Night may not look on Day's fair countenance, 
But sullen flies before his kindling glance. 
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IHE tired sun went home at eventide, 
Slowly he walked adown the Western sky ; 
The East looked after with a jealous eye, 
And drew her curtains round in sullen pride ; 
But the glad "West opened her portals wide. 
Hung out her banners from the turrets high, 
And as the weary wanderer drew nigh. 
Her beaming features were beatified. 
A molten lake before his feet lay spread. 
And golden clouds, each like an angel's home. 
Pleated majestic o'er heaven's blazing dome. 
And draperied his flaming crimson bed : 
A shining multitude thronged heaven's bright floor, 
And silent watched without the chamber door. 
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2t^e StoaUoto* 




ELCOME ! thou herald of returning 

Spring, 
Back to thy sylvan sunny haunts again ; 
I love to see thee skimming o'er the plain, 
Cleaving the air with thy long purple wing, 
Roaming the meadows where the cowslip blows, 
Wetting thy pinions where the brooklet flows 
By ancient willows with soft murmuring. 
Or underneath the cotter's roof-tree cling. 
Old Winter's visage thou hast never seen. 
Bleak winds and sunless days are not for thee ; 
Thou hast another home beyond the sea, 
With hills as beautiful, and vales as green ; 
Thine ears his awful voice hath never heard ; 
Adversity would kill thee, gentle bird. 
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Z%t %wm. 



IS sweet to hear thee in the Summer's 



prune, 
When thy young brood is hatched and 
fledged for flight, 
Singing upon the chimney's topmost height, 
Blending thy twitter with the morning chime ; 
Wakeful I've listened to thee many a time. 
While in my room yet lingered the short night, 
And peered out in the dim, uncertain light 
To watch thee as thou sang'st a joyous lay, 
Sweet as the ripple of a pleasant stream. 
Or the remembrance of a happy dream. 
With dying Autumn ends thy brief sojourn, 
*Neath cloudy skies thou wilt not deign to stay ; 
Banded for flight, thou and thy fellows turn, 
With breasts instinctive, to a sunnier clime. 
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Z%t <Ef^ii(5 Camp. 

DO remember well the gipsy camp, 
Pitched in the country lane, a thorough- 
fare 

But little trod. A motley crew they were. 
I've seen their wood-fifes, like a distant lamp, 
Gleam in the Autumn evening chill and damp ; 
Their figures flitting in its ruddy glare. 
Intent the savoury supper to prepare. 
Or resting from some long and weary tramp ; 
Swart men, dark women, children, aged crones, 
Lying about the grass or in the tent ; 
Bough -coated mongrels crunching well -picked 

bones — 
Into a wild, harmonious picture blent. 
Now reigns stem Law — star of their evil luck ; 
Their fires are quenched, their dingy tents all 

struck. 
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'EE the tall hedge that fences in the wood 
Clamber at will the rough blackberry 
vines; 

Lithe paraaites, rose-trees, and scented bines, 
Clusters of poisonous berries red as blood, 
The hazel tree, and many a creeping plant 
Mingle and flourish there luxuriant ; 
And there when the rich sun of Autumn shines. 
Pouring down glory in a golden flood. 
The chHdren of the neighbouring viUage flock 
To gather blackberries : fair comely girls. 
Their faces set in frames of auburn curls, 
And the stout urchin in his brown smock frock ; 
Heedless of rents, and wounds, and scoldings dire. 
They climb the hedge, and pluck the topmost briar. 
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ESCENDANT of an ancient, deathless 

race, 
"World-known in story, unto thee belong 
Nor gaudy plumage nor the charms of song ; 
Thy form hath not the comeliness and grace 
Of nature's favourites ; thy dwelling place 
Is not the covert of the sweet green wood, 
Nor the thick bush that overhangs the flood. 
Nor in the sedge or rustling reeds among. 
In the worn fissure of some buttress strong 
Of the grey mansion or the lordly hall, 
Or in the cottage thatch or gable tall 
Thy nest is built, and reared thy callow brood. 
I will not persecute nor harass thee. 
The world is wide enough for thee and me. 



l6o 



DESCRIPTIVE SONNETS. 



Z%t Sbwm^ 




UTLAWED, proscribed, a price set on 

thy head, 
Thou livest yet; a higher power than 
man's 
Oft thwarts the deepest laid of human plans ; 
Around thy way and mine though snares be spread, 
There is a providence that rules o'er all 
With jealous care, and marks the sparrow's fall. 
Ere now I've seen thee in the early mom. 
Or in the middle of the Summer's day, 
Joined with thy comates in the wild foray. 
Plundering and scattering the ripening com. 
Heedless of clackers and the frequent call 
Of rustic scout, shouting with visage red : 
"Well, thou must live, poor bird, 'tis nature's righti 
Eat to the full ! I will not grudge thy mite. 
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PANNING with noble sweep the yault of 

heaven, 
The rainbow stretches o'er the humid 
skies — 
The ancient covenant to Noah given — 
Symbol of mercy — ^type of heavenly grace 
To all the myriads of the human race : 
'Tis like an entrance-door to paradise — 
The vestibule to that seraphic place 
That hath not been revealed to mortal eyes ! 
As brighter grows the grand majestic arch, 
It seems a road to heaven — a pathway meet 
Por seraph-hosts to tread in stately march, 
And shining ones to walk with holy feet : 
But as I gaze, its glories, wondrous fair. 
Melt, fade, and vanish slowly into air. 
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HE little children were in mercy sent : 
The winning beauty of their happy smiles 
Is Sorrow's antidote ; their artless wiles 
Lure gladness from the wrinkled brow of Care ; 
The ills of life were more than we could bear, 
Had not kind Heaven the little children lent, 
Fair as the angels, and as innocent : 
They are a fount of love that faileth never — 
Oil on the waters of Life's discontent — 
Links in Love's chain that bind fond hearts for 

ever — 
The blessed crown of holy wedlock's joys — 
An unpolluted spring that never cloys. 
Happy that hearth and home kind Fortune blesses 
"With the rich treasure of their sweet caresses. 
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lEAIJTIFUL cluldren of the woods and 
wilds, 
My heart is gladdened at the sight of ye ; 
Tour smell is redolent of liberty. 
I know the hand that plucked you was a child's, 
Por only simple hearts your beauties cherish. 
I look into the depths of your meek eyes, 
And childhood's dreams and youth's fond visions 

rise — 
Hopes doomed like you to blossom and to perish. 
The forest breath seems playing in your leaves ; 
My fancy hears the brooklet's gentle song, 
The river's murmur, as it rolls along, 
The reaper's lay, and rustling of ripe sheaves. 
Ah ! homely friends of other happier years, 
The joys you bring me end almost in tears. 
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PLEASING picture in the level meads, 
Stretcliing across tlie stream from shore 
to shore ; 

The water tumbles with deKghtful roar 
On the huge wheel, as round and round it speeds, 
Then rests awhile among tall beds of reeds : 
The hoppers, frequent filled with wheaten store. 
Into the gamers their rich treasures pour, 
As the gaunt, hungry stones the miller feeds. 
Sometimes the chndren peer in at the door. 
Or stand half frightened on the quaking floor. 
A narrow way, smelling of damp and weeds, 
Into a dark and humid chamber leads. 
Through which the river springs with merry bound, 
And the old wheel revolves with creaking sound. 
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Wit 1&Uwm%, 

|N the cool shadow of the country lane, 
(Grouped in a circle on the velvet grass. 
The peasant housewife, the stout village 
lass, 
Children as brown as harvest, aged folk. 
And sturdy urchins, wild as colts unbroke, 
Wait till the few last precious sheaves of grain 
Are borne away upon the creaking wain. 
Then in a hurried throng the gateway pass, 
As from the field the sweating team is led. 
The ruddy farmer, with good-humored joke. 
Bids them " all on !" and o'er the prickly floor. 
With laughter and loud shouts the gleaners spread. 
And till the red sun seeks his western bed, 
Gather the remnant of the harvest's store. 
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|T stands upon the closely-sliayen lawn, 
On a worn, antique pedestal of stone ; 
Around its foot the yielding moss hath' 
grown: 
Quaint numerals upon its face are drawn. 
And a wise diatich of some hoary sage, 
Culled &om the records of old classic page, 
Telling how swift the fleeting moments go, 
Is carved upon its weather-beaten brow. 
With the first blush of the refulgent dawn. 
While lingers on the earth Night's chilling breath, 
It point with ghostly fiinger still as death, 
As the black shadows over it are thrown. 
As from its face they silent die away — 
So fades our life, as transient as they. 
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EEN from the road through a long aYenue, 
Whose giant branches mingle oyerhead. 
And o'er the path a grateful coolness shed. 
Stands the fair mansion, half concealed from view ; 
Choice parasites of foliage blushing red, 
Whose parent stems in fsir-off regions grew. 
Oyer the carven walls their tendrils spread, 
Adorning them with wreaths of crimson hue. 
The pretty quiet pai'sonage stands by : 
Its weuSled garden ghd Witt. Jiling bees. 
The neighbouring church, embowered among the 

trees, 
Shoots like an arrow upward to the sky. 
And oyer all the scene majestic towers, 
While stretching westward lies the land of flowers. 
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PLEASANT land, where beauty reigns 
supreme, 

And every step some new delight displays, 
Which the glad sight drinks with insatiate gaze, 
As the soul revels in a waking dream 
*Mid gay parterres, by fount and cooling stream. 
How sweet to roam among sequestered ways — 
Now lost within the labyrinths of the maze. 
Or haply sheltered from the noontide beam. 
Stretched out supine beneath the beechen dome, 
Lie listlesB on the yielding mossy ground, 
Lulled to short slumber by the wind's low sound. 
Or down dim, shadowy vista idly roam. 
That heart must be indeed oppressed with care. 
Which for awhile forgets not sorrow there. 
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|HE floods are out, and over all the plain 
The turgid waters like a sea are spread ; 
The swollen river in its troubled bed, 
In sullen murmurs hurries on amain ; 
The narrow, ancient bridge trembles again, 
As the thick, swirling billows shoot ahead, 
Boiling and foaming with a thundering roar ; 
The laden lighter-boats beside the quay 
Swing to and &o, safe tethered to the shore ; 
The open water-gates creak and complain. 
As sweeping through their straits resistlessly 
The tumbling waves in wild confusion pour : 
Broader and deeper spreads the mimic sea, 
Boiling to ocean's deep immensity. 
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^^t WUi^»itit Inn* 

ABD by the road stands the old wayside 

inn, 
Famed far and wide for its strong home- 
brewed beer ; 
On the tall post hath swung for many a year 
The creaking sign to welcome travellers in ; 
Some homely rhyme, to doggrel close akin, 
Proclaims for man and beast alike good cheer ; 
A leaden trough for thirsty steeds stands near ; 
And a rough settle runs outside the door 
Beneath the deep thatched eaves ; there travellers 

rest, 
Or stretch their limbs over the sanded floor 
Within the house, and quaff the landlord's best : 
Hams and huge flitches hang in goodly store 
Upon the wood-smoked walls ; and Boniface 
Welcomes his guests with bluff and homely grace. 
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jLBEBT the good, when thou wert smitten 
down 
In the full vigor of thy manhood's prime. 
And as it seemed to mortals ere thy time, 
Pull of ripe honors and well-earned renown. 
Fair Science lost a gem from her bright crown. 
Art a disciple, Industry a guide, 
Truth an exponent, honest Literature 
A noble patron, and the world a Mend. 
Thy light before all men shone calm and pure ; 
No dazzling, fitful meteor to allure. 
But a fair beacon star seen fiEur and wide, . 
Shining serenely out unto the end. 
Pilgrims shall seek thy tomb with reverent mien, 
And the long ages keep thy memory green. 
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OWN to the dust a mighty head is bowed, 
And low in death the honored statesman 
lies — 

The good, the great, the genial, the wise. 
He of whom every Englishman was proud, 
His peers as well as the plebeian crowd — 
The one who guided England's destinies. 
On whom the nations looked with wond'ring eyes, 
Now silent sleeps within his winding shroud. 
When over u8 the storms of adverse fate 
Hung ominous, and threatened to overwhelm, 
His was the master-hand that grasped the helm. 
And safely steered the vessel of the State — 
His the calm temper and the tireless brain, 
Whose like his country ne'er may own again. 
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HAMPION of progress, freedom's pioneer! 

Thine was a mighty task, and nobly done ; 

Stubborn the fight, glorious the victory 
won! 
Thy prescient ken, like some prophetic seer. 
Saw for the world, a future calm and clear ; 
And though denied its fuU meridian sun, 
Yet didst thou live to see the day begun. 
And the chiU mists of morning disappear. 
Imprisoned Commerce abject lay in chains 
In the dark dungeon of Monopoly, 
TiU thou didst set the prostrate giant free, 
And send the life-blood dancing through his veins ; 
Thine was the hand that burst the captive's door, 
And snapt the fetters that shall bind no more. 
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jHOTJ wert the prince of dreamers, honeBt 
John; 
Thy dreams were not the idle phantasies 
That visit us when sleep hath sealed the eyes — 
Thought of a moment, then for ever gone : 
Ah, no ! thy glorious visions shall live on — 
Fair, glowing pictures of the land that lies 
Beyond the sapphire gates of paradise. 
Vouchsafed unto thee ever and anon. 
Strong was thy faith, and thy clear mental ken 
Pierced the far regions of the seraph spheres, 
And heaven's own music fell upon thine ears 
Delectable, and cheered thy prison den : 
Over thy head the river long has rolled. 
And thou hast trod the streets of shining gold. 
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IHINE was a master-mmd, great Stephen- 
son! 
Ah! little dreamt the world when thou 
wast bom, 
Thou wert the herald of a coming mom, 
Whose beams should glad all nations of the earth : 
Obscurity could not entomb thy worth, 
Nor the miners utter darkness hide thy light ; 
Thy heaven-bom intellect, with giant might, 
Brake every trammel, and stood proudly forth, 
Brave in the strife, calm when the day was won : 
The unbelieving world looked scornful on, 
And deemed thy aspirations all as nought ; 
But thou didst win the victory at length, 
And on thine age, as with a giant's strength, 
Stamp the deep impress of thy master-thought. 
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NDUSTBIOUS Cole, " eccentric " called 
by some, 
Son of misfortune and necessity, 
Though years have flown, I well remember thee ; 
Thy classic features to my memory come. 
Thy meek, sad look, thy cheerless, widowed home, 
Thy children, sharers of thy penury ; 
Through the long lapse of time again I see 
The narrow stair, the low-browed attic room, 
Littered with fossils, books, and maps, and herbs — 
A strange admixture of museum and school, 
Where idlest scholars, 'neath the mildest rule, 
Gabbled of tenses, adjectives, and verbs. 
Grim poverty pursued thy latest breath, 
And dogged thy footsteps to the bed of death. 



1« « 



MISCELLANEOUS SONNETS. 




S iDflPU 

WILL !" is graven on the brave man's 
crest: 

Though frequent foiled, he still disdains 
to yield. 
And deems it cowardice to quit the field, 
And doff his armour for ignoble rest. 
Dangers and difficulties nerve his breast : 
His arm grows stronger as he nears the foe ; 
Guarded by Truth's impenetrable shield. 
Error may aim in vain her fiercest blow. 
Good sterling men in every clime and age 
Have claimed the motto as their battle-cry, 
And graved their names deep upon History's page, 
While common mortals stood astonished by. 
A mighty leverage for good or ill, 
Is in that sentence terse and stem — " I will," 
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IND words cost nothing but the utterance ; 
Yet they possess a strangely mystic 
charm — 

An influence that into love can wann 
The callous bosom, and bring back the glance 
Of hope to the dejected countenance ; 
To wounded breasts they are a healing balm ; 
Passion's wild storm their soft rebuke can calm, 
And their sweet music our best joys enhance. 
The heart to Kindness wiU capitulate, 
And yield the fortress up without a blow, 
But «com« to parley with the assaulting foe, 
And holds unto the death the entrance gate. 
Souls have been rescued by the words of kindness, 
Which else had perished in their moral blindness. 
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TIB lives are what we make them : blame 

not Fate 
For that which lies within thine own 
control: 
They who run well bnt seldom miss the goal ; 
Who hits the mark must aim precise and straight; 
Who sees the morning rise Hes not too late ; 
The sober man tarries not at the bowl ; 
Treasures well-guarded are not often stole ; 
In sluggards* gardens weeds accumulate. 
Would'st gain the end ? — ^the means must be 

employed ; 
God condescends our co-worker to be, 
And but demands our willing industry 
To plant the seed ere harvest be enjoyed. 
Oh ! more than we short-sighted mortals know, 
In our own keeping is our weal or woe. 
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ICATTEB the seed, heedless of clouds aad 
wind! 
Spare not thy hand, though sterile be the 
ground, 
Though rankling thorns and noxious weeds abound, 
Throw broadcast the good seed, and thou shalt find 
A goodly harvest after many days. 
Seek not thy fellows' but thy Master's praise, 
Toiling in faith and humbleness of mind. 
So shall thy labour be with blessings crowned. 
Haply the crop may never glad thy gaze ; 
Yet generations that come after thee 
May laud thy name, and bless thy memory, 
And o'er thy buried bones due trophies raise. 
Nor storm nor tempest can truth's seed destroy. 
And they that sow in tears shall reap in joy. 
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HEBE must be something dear in Liberiy 
Above the profit of all eartbly things : 
By her fair robe the soul tenacious dings, 
And feels the blessedness of being free : 
Where she is not, the spirit droops its wings. 
Or shakes its prison bars with bootless rage. 
As a poor captured wildling beats its cage, 
Pining its native woods and wilds to see. 
When outraged Justice claims her stem demand. 
With Liberty the forfeit must be paid — 
Days yielded up like precious coins, and weighed — 
Time against Crime, by her impartial hand. 
It is the sweetener of man's bitter lot : 
Bright day where 'tis, black night where it is not. 
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HATE'EE thy station, learn to fill it well : 
Art thou a lowly tiller of the soil, 
With swarthy brow, and hands embrowned 
by toil?— 
Strive in thy humble calling to excel ; 
Hath Heaven ordained thee to a high estate ? 
Do rank and fortune on thy wishes wait ? 
Or is thy lot cast 'mid the world's turmoil? — 
Honor thy work, and it will honor thee. 
Let thy chief motive be thy fellow's good : 
Thou may'st be wrongly judged, misunderstood — 
Thy faith impugned, and thy integrity ; 
Yet bear thy cross with manly fortitude : 
Be watchAil ! on thy post fall not asleep ; 
Think well, and act well— sow as ye would reap. 
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LAS ! for thee, poor, helpless, captive thing, 
That thou to such a luckless fate wert 
bom; 

Prom all the dear delights of nature torn ; 
Never again to soar on lissom wing, 
Eree as the air, and at heaven's portal sing 
Thy rich, full carol to the rising mom ; 
Or nestle snugly in the swaying com, 
Thy lullaby the wind's soft murmuring. 
Dear hapless songster, this is not thy home : 
That sorry dewless clod and pent-up cage 
Were never meant for thee ; thy heritage 
Is the green field, and heaven's blue vaulted dome. 
Preedom, with longing gaze, looks irom thine eyes, 
And pants to bear thee upward toward the skies. 
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|HOU ancient relic of the buried past, 
That liest here neglected in the dust, 
Battered and bruisM, and the cankering 
rust, 
With its fell tooth, slowly consuming thee. 
Where is the record of thy history ? 
Haply thy visor's shadow hath been cast 
On brow of doughty knight, when trumpet's blast 
Sounded the charge, to death or victory ! 
Hath Infidel e'er met thy wearer's glance 
On eastern field ? or in the tourney's fray 
Did Us unyielding spirit pa^s away, 
Beside his broken shield and shattered lance ? 
Dm his mailed hand ? — ^but bootless 'tis to ask ; 
Lost is thy history, old, ruined casque. 



i«S 



MISCELLANEOUS SONNETS. 




jHEBE'EB I die, O, let my bones be laid 
In the still graveyard of my native bom^ 
Where those who loved me in my life 
may come, 
And sometimes, at the quiet eventide, 
Linger awhile my homely grave beside ; 
And there, amid the twilight's deepening shade, 
Stand reverent by the rounded grassy mound. 
And mourn the gap remorseless Death has made. 
There, as the years roll by in endless round, 
Within God's acre I would cahnly lie, 
Till the archangel's awful trump shall sound, 
And mortal puts on immortality ; 
Oh, may my soul then find a refuge nigh, 
And death's long sleep be with glad waking 
crowned. 
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HAT a mysterious, subtle tUng is thought ! 
So quick in action that no language hath 
A simile wherewith it can compare 

The unutterable swiftness of its path ; 

*Tis servant to the will, or comes unsought, 

And carries us o'er ocean, earth, and air ; 

Dives in a moment to the depths of hell, 

Or climbs to heaven, and holds communion there. 

What art thou ? where thy seat ? say, who can tell. 

Essence ethereal, thy whereabout ? 

Can reason grasp, or science find thee out, 

Or deep philosophy inform us aught ? 

Swifter than light, and as heaven's sunshine fi*ee. 

Mind cannot grasp, nor matter compass thee. 
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HEN envious tongues speak evil of thy 

name, 
And base-bom Falsehood utters coward 
lies — 
When Malice her unholy calling plies, 
Or Calumny would tarnish thy fair fame, 
And secret foes against thine honor aim — 
When in thy path undreamt misfortunes rise, 
And former friends % altered lot despise, 
Or seek to cover thee with unjust blame, — 
Then, brother, be a man, and patient wait — 
Bitter the draught, but sure the antidote ; 
God will approve ; thine enemies take note 
That thou hast risen superior to their hate. 
Wait ! 'tis a little word, but in its sense 
There lies a world of silent eloquence. 
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NOTHEE world surrounds this world of 

ours, 
Hid from the ken of the unaided sight — 
A life of beauty and delight, and love, 
Where God's fair creatures pass their happy hours 
Eocked in the bosoms of the perfumed flowers — 
Thronging each blade of grass, each atom slight — 
Peopling the water-drops like rays of light — 
Inhabiting, unseen, the leafy grove, 
Basking in joy amid its greenery. 
A universe within a universe. 
As the warm sunbeams into being nurse 
Their myriad hosts, on fruit and flower, and tree, 
Life — ^teeming life — ^prevails on every hand. 
Quickening the waters, gladdening the land. 
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ASEBY ! so long as history shall last, 
Her blazoned page shall chronicle thy 
name: 

Unto thy peaceful heights the foemen came^ 
And there the die of bloody battle cast — 
Bushing to conflict at the trumpet-blast — 
And to the end played out the dreadful game. 
A throne was lost that day — a monarch's name 
Dishonored, and the sceptre from him passed. 
My fancy conjures up their buried ghosts ; 
In glittering panoply the shades appear ; 
Boundhead, and Eoyalist, and Cavalier 
Come trooping by in serried, compact hosts ; 
The last despairing stand — ^the final blow — 
The shouts of vict'ry, and the flying foe. 
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BIEF often deeply wounds, but seldom 

kffls: 
The human heart is a well-seasoned bow, 
Nor often breaks beneath the shafts of woe. 
When the soul droops beneath repeated ills, 
Hope's secret spring the wasted fountain JSUs ; 
Though imperceptible, perhaps, and slow, 
Into the breast the healing waters flow. 
Yet ever run the soul-refreshing rills. 
When Grief hath ploughed the soul, that very 

hour, 
Hope, the evangel, enters on his toil, 
And drops the precious seedlings in the soil, 
That break and blossom iuto many a flower. 
No grief so mighty is, but smiling Hope, 
With strength not born of earth, can with it 

cope. 
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|EN worsliip idols as in days of yore. 
Ere rose upon the world the Light divine : 
In many a breast there is a secret shrine. 
Hid fi*om men's gaze in the heart's inmost core, 
"Which the soul recreant bows down before, 
Where Honor, Truth, and Manhood prostrate lies. 
And licks the dust in abject sacrifice, 
To some base thing of clay, betinselled o'er. 
Ambition, Pleasure, Lust, the thirst for gold, 
"Wine's mad excess — ^these are the deities 
That slay in hecatombs their votaries. 
And multiply life's ills a thousand fold. 
Alas ! not unto heathen lands alone 
Is the great sin of idol-worship known. 
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LONG for rest as misers covet gold — 
As storm-tossed mariners for home and 
friends— 

As plighted lovers for the hour that lends 
To kindred souls an ecstacy untold. 
I feel to-night an utter weariness, 
Bom of excessive toil of hand and brain ; 
My temples throb with a dull, ceaseless pain, 
As on my brow my dry, hot hands I press. 
While on the pillow lies my achiag head. 
My heart knocks at my ear with heavy thud, 
As if the current of my fevered blood 
Would sweep away the barriers that restrain. 
Come, gentle sleep, thy drowsy influence shed, 
Over my couch thy downy wings unfold. 
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HOE'EE thou art, whatever thy pursuits, 
Let this thy chosen motto be— '^ aim 
high !" 

Stand up erect, not mean and grovelling lie 
Wallowing in earth's vile sloughs, like soulless 

brutes, 
Wrangling for empty husks with mean disputes. 
Let not the precious moments idly fly, 
And thy life's Summer days slip useless by, 
Yielding nor hopeful buds, nor flowers, nor fruits. 
Aim high ! thy ventures shall not all be lost : 
A destiny wings every shaft that flies ; 
Some random shot may bring thee down a prize 
That shall repay tenfold thy labor's cost. 
Keep thine eye heavenward! stretch thy spirit's 

wings. 
And soar above earth's base and worthless things. 
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E are as strangers, though the time has been 
We loved as brothers should, ere False- 
hood came, 
And fanned the spark of anger to a flame. 
We meet, alas ! with what an altered mien ; 
No loving look in our cold gaze is seen, 
Our words of greeting commonplace and tame : 
Greeting ! it ill deserves so kind a name, 
Defiance were a truer term I ween. 
Mean, sordid natures, given up to gold. 
That never knew a high, ennobling thought, 
Stepped in betwixt us, and foul mischief wrought, 
And drove Love bleeding from the heart's strong 

hold; 
Fierce anger burst its sacred fortress door. 
And Discord from the walls her banner bore. 
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HAVE a host of friends that fail me 
never, 

Who welcome me with kind and cheerful 
greeting, 
Calling and beckoning with sweet entreating : 
The love that binds us nought but death can sever : 
Unlike false friends, they alter not for ever. 
I hail the hour that marks our happy meeting. 
And deem the pleasant moments all too fleeting ; 
My soul is strengthened unto fresh endeavour 
With their dear converse, and my heart grows 

lighter. 
My step elastic, and my spirit buoyant ; 
Shadows give place to sunshine clear and joyant, 
And makes e'en such a lot as mine seem brighter. 
Whatever else misfortune may assail me. 
Tried, trusty friends, I know ye will not fail me. 
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|HET liire my footsteps to their haunts 
serene — 
The brooklet, with its pretty babbling 
tongue, 
The smiling river's never-ending song, 
The rounded hills, glowiag in Morning's sheen, 
The wide-spread meadows in their robes of green, 
The throstle's notes, heard as when Time was 

young. 
The risen lark the fleecy clouds among. 
The joyful woodland choristers unseen. 
Singing their lives away in sylvan bowers^ 
The golden cloudlets of the evening sky. 
The perfumed breezes as they murmur by. 
Hills, valleys, plains, trees, fields, streams, birds, 
and flowers, — . \ 

These are my friends, the truest ones I own ; 
Bereft of them I were indeed alone. 
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|HOSE arm wert thou, old, antique blade 

of steel, 
And where thy gallant master^ on whoee 

thigh 
Thou restedst in the days that are gone by P 
As down thy jagged edge rough gaps I feel. 
Sad thoughts of blood and rapine o'er me steal, 
And visions flit before my fancy's eye 
Of him who wielded thee, laid down to die. 
The life-blood oozing &om his bosom leaL 
Where is the scabbard that encased thee ? lost ! 
Hung from his side impetuous away, 
Perhaps, in bloody battle's fierce melte, 
In eager haste to meet the assaulting foe. 
Yain the attempt to trace thy history — 
All is conjecture now conoemiDg thee. 
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ELL art thou called of instruments the 

king; 
Supreme thou reignest upon Music's 
throne, 
Peerless in voice ; thy grand, majestic tone 
Into the tamest heart that beats can bring 
A thrill of joy, and on the soaring wing 
Of joyant praise lift the enraptured soul ; 
As from thy lips sweet sounds harmonious roll, 
And to the vaulted roof their echoes fling, 
Holier and purer thoughts pervade the breast \ 
The inward tumult dieth to a calm, 
As fall the liquid notes like healing balm. 
Or words of hope in bosoms sore oppressed. 
G-reatness and gentleness are sweetly blent 
Li thee, thou tuneful, royal instrument. 
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HE short-Kved morning of my life is gone, 

And left but the remembrance of a grief; 

Sorrow hath writ her name on memory's 

leaf: 

She came with drooping gait and visage wan— ^ 

When o'er my way some struggling sunbeams 

shone, 
"Warming my bosom with a joy too brief — 
Creeping across my path, and like a thief 
My treasure stole, and left me all undone. 
Oh ! joys of earth, though to life's latest gasp 
We cling to ye with such tenacious grip, 
Ere we can of your fleeting pleasures sip. 
The cup is wrested from our feeble grasp ; 
While yet we say of our prime joy, " tis mine !'* 
The spoiler comes, and bids us to resign. 



300 



rrv*:^cr 



MISCELLANEOUS SONNETS. 



WLti^ toeU % WLnxtin. 




EIGH well thy words before thou giv*st 
them breath, 
At random spoken worse than empty 
sound. 
Shafts shot at venture, they may gall and wound 
Some tender breast, and rankle there till death. 
'Twere better that the sword rest in its sheath 
Than unskilled hands, unused to war's dread trade, 
Should from its scabbard wrest the trusty blade. 
As water spilt upon the barren ground. 
So speech without consideration's aid : 
Only when thought is put in reason's scale, 
And by the understanding duly weighed, 
"Words come with strength resistless, and prevail. 
The tongue is a brave weapon rightly used, 
A poisoned dagger when it is abused. 
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MISCELLANEOUS SONNETS, 




ATIENCE is courage of the highest kind : 
In its fair light the lesser virtues pale : 
It conquers when all other efforts fSul : 
'Tis meek in triumph, in defeat resigned, 
Or with new strength invigorates the mind 
To nobler energies till it prevail. 
When fortune frowns or enemies assail. 
In her pure breast wrath can no harbour find. 
Wealth may be thine, honours thy lot may bless, 
Courage may prompt, true genius may inspire. 
And thy heart glow with emulation's fire, 
But without patience there is no success^ 
Te who would in life's restless battle win, 
Cherish meek patience, 'tis to heaven akin. 
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MISCELLANEOUS SONNETS, 




DID not tUnk such beauty was in death ; 

How pale thy countenance, how cahnthy 
brow; 

The clouds of agony are banished now 
As from a mirror fades the fleeting breath. 
I stand and gaze on that dear £B>ce of thine, 
Where rests a look that seems almost Divine, 
And thronging memories around me grow 
Of thy sweet patience ; oh ! the utter woe 
That we who loved thee now must groan beneath. 
Sad is the legacy thou dost bequeath, 
Semorseless Death : thou breakest us in twain, 
Casting our dearest idol from its shrine, 
And, heedless of our tears and prayers, and pain, 
Settest upon our joys thine awful sign. 
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MISCELLANEOUS SONNETS. 




BEAT men were all great workers in their 
time, 
Steadfast in purpose, to their calling true, 
Keeping with single eye the end in view ; 
Giving their youthful days and manhood's prime 
To ceaseless toil : matin and midnight chime 
Often upon their willing labours grew. 
In suffering schooled, their souls endurance knew. 
And over difficulties rose sublime. 
Genius alone can never make one great : 
There must be industry to second skill, 
Paith, tireless perseverance, strength of will, 
Ere triumph and success upon thee wait. 
"Would'st thou ascend Pame's rugged frowning 

steep ? 
It must be thine to toil while others sleep. 
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MISCELLANEOUS SONNETS, 




HEEE is a grave I sometimes stand beside 
In the calm stillness of the twilight time, 
When daylight dies and stars begin to 
climb 
The heights of space, then mem'ry, like a tide, 
Sets in, and thoughts that will not be denied 
Throng in battalions to my o'er-fraught brain. 
And the long-buried past comes back again, 
With all its sweet, sad, holy memories. 
Then from griefs clouds falls the refreshing rain, 
And my sad heart gives up relieving sighs. 
As through the gloom I read with tearfiil eyes 
Of one who gained with throes of mortal pain 
The heavenly city, where in each blest dwelling 
Is peace and rest, and happiness past telling. 
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IFE without health is day without th e sun 
A winter's day, without a ray to cheer ; 
A sterile desert, desolate and drear ; 
A lonesome night, without a star or moon : 
A stagnant stream, a sweet harp out of tune, 
Whose jarring notes fall harshly on the ear ; 
A withered tree, as touched by autumn sere 
Before the summer's golden hours are run. 
! blessed health I thou art a comforter : 
The cheek grows ruddy in thy kindling glance ; 
The quicken'd pulses to glad music stir, 
As life's red currents in their courses dance. 
Who owns thee, health, hath Nature's primest 

need; 
Who calls thee not his friend is poor indeed. 
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Miscellaneous sonnets. 




ABIT at first is but a silken thread, 
Fine as the light- winged gossamers that 
sway 

In the warm sunbeams of a summer's day ; 
A shallow streamlet, rippling o'er its bed ; 
A tiny sapling, ere its roots are spread ; 
A yet unhardened thorn upon the spray ; 
A lion's whelp that hath not scented prey ; 
A little smiling child, obedient led. 
Beware ! that thread may bind thee as a chain ; 
That streamlet gather to a fatal sea ; 
That sapling spread into a gnarled tree ; 
That thorn, grown hard, may wound and give thee 

pain; 
That playful whelp his murderous fangs reveal ; 
That child, a giant, crush thee 'neath his heel. 
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MlSCELLANEOVS SONNETS. 



Sf tj^ou art >mx^t. 




F thou art worthy, thou shalt find a place 
'Mongst worthy men : tis folly to lament 
In jfretful words of pee\'ish discontent. 

If thou dost prove a laggard in the race, 

Lose manfully, defeat is not disgrace. 

If in the ba<ttle's prime thy strength is spent, 

Or thy heart fail thee, it was never meant 

For thee within the lists to show thy face. 

If thou hast light within, its beams will shine ; 

Through clouds and gloom the morning finds its 
way. 

The 'prisoned seedling struggles into day. 

Toil then in hope, and triumph may be thine. 

But art thou weak or craven, wherefore groan P 

The fault or the misfortune is thy own. 
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OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

" These Sonnets on the Months, and some few of the 
other poems in this elegant little volume, appeared originally 
in the NartlMrrvpton Mercury ; and our high opinion of the 
poetical powers of their author has been more than once 
expressed. They deserved to be collected and brought 
before the public in a permanent form ; and they are 
accompanied by others equalling them in picturesqueness 
and pathos, and in the 'ring' which distinguishes true 
poetry from the counterfeit of mere verse. In stating that 
the author is a working man, who has from earliest child- 
hood had to toil for his living, we have no intention of 
bespeaking consideration for his poems on that account. 
They are quite beyond any such pleading for reception. 
We mention the fact only to show how thoroughly inde- 
pendent refinement may be of social position. The grace 
and delicacy of these poems is remarkable both in their 
conception and expression. We have had no Northampton- 
shire poetry to bear comparison with Mr. Askh&ta'^ '^Qk\sn&A^ 
Biuoe fcid days of John Clare.'*— N'orlliam'gitoii* Miwcwf^j* 



Opifiiotu of tJu Press, 



** In the midst of the many new daimants who are con- 
stantly arismg on every hand to solicit the ear and the 
favours of the readers of poetry, Mr. Askham will hold no 
undistingmshed place. Many of the author^s poems have 
appeared in the Northampton Herald ; but it is not on that 
account, or simply because he is a Northamptonshire work- 
ing man, who, imder most unfavourable circumstances, has 
' cherished a deep love for poetry' that we feel a pleasure 
in speaking well of the volume before us. It is because 
Mr. Askham has himself written poetry which, if we 
mistake not, will, when known, find a welcome and a home 
by many an English fireside, that we feel ourselves not 
ill-employed when, as public journalists, we call attention 
to his poems. 

*'To the other recommendations of which we have 
spoken, there is added the great one, in the present 
sensation age, that the volume throughout is characterized 
by a purity of thought, which both enhances the beauty of 
the poems, and makes the volume far more acceptable to 
all true lovers of real poetry. Mr. Askham's poems if they 
make their way, as we believe they will make their way, 
into a circulation extending far beyond the bounds of Ids 
native county, will owe their success, not to merely adven- 
titious circumstances, but to their own intrinsic merit. 

" The book which is handsomely bound in cloth, is a very 
good specimen of typography and does great credit to the 
publishers." — Northampton Herald, 



"We have read it with no little pleasure, for the writer 
has that quality of earnestness which often gives interest 
to the commonest themes. The flowers in his cottage 
plot are humble and familiar, but they have life— they 
drink in the dew and the sunshine. . . . We find in it many 
instances of fresh and healthy feeling — of manly tenderness 
and simple grace of description. ... As the work of a 
man engaged in daily toil the book is more than creditable. 
The love of poetry, Mr. Askham tells us, has cheered and 
comforted him ; the present fruits of that love should not 
b9 without Bolaee and alUacV^oixiox Q\^«r[vr— A^imxwru 



opinions of the Press, 

''John Askham is one of those 'sons of toil* who have 
loved poetry so well as to make it the chosen solace of 
their few hours of rest. And that this gentle art is the 
natural solace of the author of the little volume bearing 
his name no one who gives even a slight attention to its 
contents will be disposed to deny. The verses, which for 
the most part are domestic rather than ambitious in their 
choice of subjects, have a spontaneousness about them and 
exhibit a happy command of language which make the 
reader feel that the writer has poured out his thoughts in 
rhyme because he cannot help so doing rather than because 
he wanted to be called a poet. Even in the twelve sonnets 
which give a title to the collection this perfect ease in 
versification is remarkable, and the separate characteristics 
in each month of the year are described, if in no strikingly 
novel terms, at all events with a felicity which causes us to 
forget that the stiffish and most crippling stansa on which 
poets are wont to exert their ingenuity is employed." — 
Moi'tiing Star. 

** These poetical compositions derive interest from the 
fact of the author belonging to what is commonly called 
the working class. However, he does not appear to be an 
agricultural labourer, like John Clare, but a worker in 
towns; for he speaks of "truant wanderings among the 
fields" as both a joy and a rdaxation from ordinary toiL 
The poems possess considerable merit. Among the Sonnets 
is one to "John Clare," very feeling and pathetic"— TAe 
Bookseller, 



" In ranking the author of this little volume with the few 
genuine poets who adorn this sterile era, let us not be 
mistaken. We do not hold him equal to any one of the 
names we have mentioned, (Byron, Wordsworth, Scott, 
&c.) but we do hold that like them his lamp has been 
kindled with celestial fire, and that if not so brilliant, he 
shines with a grace and a splendour likely to endiure and 
attract when others of loftier pretensions will vanish and be 
forgotten. We recommend every one who caxL*^ ^-vsl^^sa 
the book and study it iorttieinaeViw"— M^^iAAJ-wid* lJx<ft^^<»»» 



Opiniofts of the Press, 

" We are much pleased with the contents of this little 
volume. The poems throughout are characterized by a 
true nobility of thought and sentiment— lit up here and 
there with gleams of real genius — which do honour alike 
to the heart and head of the author, who clearly is endowed 
with gifts of no common order. His love of nature is 
apparent in every page, and his remarkable powers of des- 
cription^ his rimple yet refined expression, and the graceful 
rhyme of his verse makes the book a pleasant and enjoy- 
able companion. The book is nicely bound and beautifully 
printed on toned paper. It deserves success and we trust 
will command it."— Xetcwfer Ckronide, 



''They possess the power of showing that if the age 
in which we live be a practical and utilitarian one, it is 
nevertheless not quite devoid of sentiment and feeling. 
Some of the author's pieces indicate the perpetual presence 
of a high and derout consolation, leading the wounded 
heart up to the presence of Him with whom mercy abides 
for ever." — Leicester Journal, 



** John Askham, like his prototype Bloomfield, composed 
his songs while working at his trade of shoemaking, and 
forms another instance of talent breaking through the 
trammels which had hitherto crippled its efforts and 
hindered its onward progress. Well does John Askham 
deserve the name of poet. For years he has laboured 
silently and in comparative obscurity in the neighboiurhood, 
where he has so long resided ; but now let us trust that the 
hour of his recognition is approaching, when he shall be 
admitted by his fellow countrymen to share in the homage 
bestowed on those who strive to soothe, cheer, and en- 
courage, with kindly strains of song, the ofttimes weary 
path of England's industrious toilers." — Natioiud Mm/azine, 




